ON THE POTTER'S WHEEL 
By 


Rev. Dr Jeffry David Camm 
Missionary/Evangelist 
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FORWARD 


Many people, in many countries over the last 10 years, have 
listened quietly as I have given my testimony about how the Lord came 
into my life and what a dramatic change there was as a result of it. 

At the completion of the services people have come up to me and 
suggested that the testimony be written down into a book, so that 
many other people may share the good news about Jesus 
Christ and how He can completely change your life, FOR THE BETTER 
Wt 

Prior to commencing to write this book I have published two 
others, namely: "The Gifts, Administrations and Offices of the 
Holy Spirit," published in 1986. This is a series of teaching sessions 
on the operations of the Holy Spirit, in 
the churches today. The second book published in 1987, entitled: 
"In Search of the Truth”, a book which examines the question of the 
various religions in the world today and how we 
can identify the source of all truth in Jesus Christ our Lord, in each of 
them. 

My wife had been positively suggesting that I should also write down 
some of the experiences we have had in various countries as we have 
gone there to minister. 

As is customary before I commence every book, I dedicate it to 
the Lord in prayer, but this time, I also asked the Lord to give me the 
book title name, seeing as how the Lord has had a major part in 
putting the various chapters of my life back into place. 

While sleeping, I received in a dream a clear picture of a man 
sitting at an old potter’s wheel, working away at his craft. I was also 
reminded of the Scriptures of the prophet Jeremiah, in chapter 18, which 
is reprinted here from the Amplified Bible published by Zondervan Bible 
Publishers, of Grand Rapids Michigan, USA 

"Arise and go down to the potter's house and there I will 
cause you to hear My words. Then I went down to the potter’s 
house and behold he was’ working at the’ wheel. 
And the vessel that he was making of clay was spoiled in the 
hand of the potter, so he made it 
over, reworking it into another vessel, as it seemed good to the 
potter to make it. Then the Word of the Lord came to me: 
Oh house of Israel, cannot I do with you as this potter ? says that 
Lord. Behold as that clay is in that potter’s hand so are you in My 
hand oh house of Israel." 

And so the shape of the book began to become clearer as I could 
see that I was like that clay on that potter’s wheel and Jesus was 
that Master Potter who had chosen to remould a damaged vessel -- Me!!! 
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THE MOULD OF CHILDHOOD 


On a springtime day during the month of September 1943, in the 
Mater Hospital in Sydney, Australia, during the middle of the Second 
World War, one of many children was born — Me! 

I was given the name Jeffry David Camm, on my birth certificate, 
which was in fact, a misspelling of “Jeffery” and so my troubles 
began. 

For as long as I can remember, people always used to spell my 
name incorrectly :- Jeffrey, Jeffery, Geoffrey, Geoffrey, and to make 
matters worse, they also used to do some interesting things with my 
family name as well :- Cann, Canne, Camme, Campbell, so much so, that 
I developed a sort of complex about incorrect spelling of words as I grew 
up. 

In 1946, when the war had ended, and my father returned from 
active service, we moved from Sydney to a very primitive, nearly non- 
existent village, called Arrawarra, so that my _ father’ could 
commence his new profession, as a fisherman. 

With his demobilisation pay, Dad had decided that he would not 
return to the forest to cut timber, but would buy a boat, live by the 
seaside, and catch fish for the rest of his life. 

Our living quarters, I am told was a tent, where my mother, 
(Mum) had to get water from a nearby well and the cooking was done 
in a old camp oven over a wood fire, the wood being gathered wherever 
it could be found. 

Although I cannot remember any of these very early days of my 
life, it must have had a great influence on me, as even now some 40 
years later, I feel a great peace when I am by the seaside. 

But like all dreams, which are not exactly according to God’s plan, 
they end up in failure, and so we moved up into the hill country so 
that Dad could again do something he knew a great deal about, 
falling timber. 

Here we graduated from a tent, to a “house” although 
the house was also quite primitive by today’s standards. 

It had holes for windows - but no windows, with pieces of bags 
hanging down. It had bags for the ceiling and this was a blessing in 
disguise, aS on one occasion, it prevented a large snake which had 
got up into the rafters of the house from falling down on us. 

There was still no water in the house and this had to be hand- 
carried from the creek about 50 metres away. 

I can _ still remember the special treat when we had saved up enough 
money to buy a water tank and collect some water from off the roof of 
the house when it rained, which around Coffs Harbour it does 
frequently. 

Later we were able to install a hand pump and I spent many 
hours and blisters, pumping water up from the creek to the house, for 
our own use and to supply water for the vegetable garden. 
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Because things were still quite difficult immediately after the war, 
families had to be self- sufficient, so we grew our own vegetables, 
milked the cows, raised the chickens, (for both eggs and 
food), and tried as best we could, to save some money for the 
things we could not provide for ourselves. 

By this time I had 2 brothers, whose names were Leslie and Brian, 
born in 1943 and 1945 respectively, and people began asking why a 
boy of my _ age, (six) had not yet started school which 
was required at that time from 5 1% onwards. 

The problem was twofold. The nearest school was about 10 miles 
away, but the bus did not stop there, only 2 miles away, and I had 
developed asthma, so- walking to and_ from_ school,’ or 
walking 2 miles and waiting for the bus in the rain was definitely out 
of the question. 

So, with a lot of badgering of the local education inspector I was 


given permission to travel to the 
next nearest public school in Coffs Harbour, a distance of 21 miles 
away. 


To get to school, I had to walk 2 miles in the morning, be at the 
bus stop by 7.30 am, travel to school, spend all day there, catch the 
bus back home, to the bus stop a 5.30 p.m. and then walk the 2 miles 
home again at night. So began the constant travelling which has been a 
part of my life ever since. 

At the age of seven my mother decided that I would get some 
additional interest into my life, so I was sent to the local Roman 
Catholic convent, to take music lessons, on a very small 2 sized violin. 

I was not very enthusiast about this, and between the catholic nun 
using a ruler on my fingers, to correct my music mistakes, and the 
local dogs howling every time I started to practise, it is a wonder I 
lasted the next 9 years of musical training. 

But last I did and I don’t know whether it was the howling of the 
dogs or the hits on the fingers, which encouraged the music 
examiners to give me high marks for my exams up till 6th grade of music, 
at the age of 15 years. 

During the early years, I and the rest of our _ family, 
which had increased at regular intervals were 
introduced to religious education called Sunday School and later, 
church. 

The church was a single wooden structure and used by more than 
one denomination, on a rotational basis for their services. 

My mother was one of the Sunday school teachers and each week 
we went to church (whether we wanted to or not), travelling the six 
miles from our house in a horse and sulky, which are not seen any 
more in Australia but are frequently used in Pakistan still as a mode of 
everyday transport. 

And so I was introduced to what I call the Sunday school “fairy 
story” idea of what church is all about. 
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After Sunday school, either the Methodist or Congregational minister 
would give us the sermon and we would then go home or to some 
other people’s place for lunch. 

In all the times I sat in these services, I don’t think I ever heard a 
salvation message, nor was there 
an altar call to accept Jesus Christ as one’s personal saviour. 

In this farming community, you were “born into’ the 
church" because your parents “claimed to be Christians", the part 
played by Nicodemus and Jesus in 
the New Testament about being “born again" was definitely missing. 
It is probably for this reason why this church is not functioning today. 

The parable about the “sower” and the seed falling on hard soil is 
very true for this church, some 40 years ago. But all the seeds were not 
wasted because some of these early 
believers went on to other churches, heard about the “born again” 
experience and became on-fire, spirit filled people, who love the Lord and 
want to give glory to Him in everything they do. 

So looking back on these~ early years, not as an 
evangelist, I see an important lesson that all pastors must be aware 
of. 

John 15:1 says in part:- “I have planted you so that you may 
go and bear fruit AND KEEP ON BEARING, that your fruit may be 
LASTING (that it may remain.”) 

I see from this that Jesus Christ is not interested in how many 
people, a pastor has coming to the front of 
their churches to accept. salvation, but HOW MANY REMAIN AS 
STEADFAST CHRISTIANS, THE REMAINDER OF THEIR LIVES. GOD 
WANTS QUALITY - NOT QUANTITY! 

During these early years we moved so that the family could look 
after a farm as we were now a family of six, Mum & Dad, Jeffry, Leslie, 
Brian and the newly arrived baby, Heather. This was definitely a new 
experience for us, or for most of us. 

The farm had approximately 70 milking cows, 5-10 pigs, many 
chickens and ducks, as well as about 400 acres of land to grow crops 
and to provide food for the milking cows. In the early stages we had to 
milk these cows twice a day by hand, not an easy task I can assure you 
all. 

Our day would start bright and early. By rotation one of the three 
boys would get up at 4 a.m. in the morning and run _ out to the 
any shoes, as the only shoes we had wear were our “good shoes” for 
going to school. Sometimes in the wintertime, the frost on the ground 
was quite heavy and your feet became cold, so to overcome this cold, we 
used to run faster. 

At weekends the three boys would go out into the forests to cut 
down timber, so that Dad could use the tractor during the week to 


(Comment [JDC1]: 
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pull the logs down from the hillside, so the trucks could take them to the 
mill to make timber. 

Our lives were centred around farm life, and the work was very hard. 
Even though we still did not have the modern facilities which everyone 
expects today, we seemed to be relatively happy. 

When I was about thirteen years of age, the owner of the farm we 
were share farming died without leaving a will, so we had to pack up one 
night and leave. 

Dad borrowed a truck from somewhere and we loaded up all of our 
belongings and by moonlight drove back to 
the seaside, where we had started, some 11 years before. 

Now things started getting better, Dad got a state job, firstly on 
the railway and later in the Forestry Dept. and we had a guaranteed 
income even though it was a small one. 

About this time also, Mum decided to go out to work and 
commenced to cook at the local cafe. 
At weekends we as a family, would also do the catering at the 
local golf club for the Saturday evening dances and their regular 
sporting events. 

Things had really progressed to a stage that Mum & Dad decided 
they might even be able to buy their own house. 

This was a momentous occasion, as until now, we had always lived 
in a house owned by somebody else. To 
have a house of our own was the answer to every Australian families’ 
dream. 

But there was not enough money to buy the house for the family 
and also to pay for my school fees in the last 2 years of school, so it 
was time for me to choose the career I would follow for the rest of my 
life, or so I thought at the time. 


CHOOSING A CAREER 


At thirteen years of age, having yet to live in a house with modern 
sanitation or electricity, what does one think of when you are asked by 
the local student career’s advisor, “what do you want to be when you 
grow up?” 

My closeness with the sea had placed a desire in my heart to join the 
navy, travel to foreign lands and be as far away from milking cows, at 4 
a.m. in the morning, as possible. 

I was told that if I took some extra classes at school, I could sit for 
the entrance exam to become a midshipman in the Australian Navy. 

My father also advised that the competition for this exam was very 
high, so it was advisable to also select an alternative course, just in case I 
did not qualify at the entrance exam for the navy. 
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Because I really wanted to pass this exam, just to show my father I 
was good enough, I studied very hard, and on the appointed days I sat 
for the entrance exams for both the Royal Australian Navy and for a 
technician in the Postmaster General’s Department. I found both exams 
relatively easy and so the waiting began for the results, some 6 weeks 
later. 

When the results were announced I was very excited because I had 
received a very high mark in both exams, but I was only concerned with 
the fact that I had passed the entrance exam to join the navy and that 
next year I was going to Jervis Bay to commence training, because my 
dad had promised that if I passed the exam, I could go into the navy. But 
at the last minute, dad said “No”! 

All through my childhood I had been brought up to understand that a 
person’s word is their bond, just like a signature on a contract, but now 
my father had broken his promise to me and I was very upset about it. 

I argued with my father over this issue and he agreed that we had 
always been taught to honour our word. I even accused him of stealing 
my career from me and reminded him that I had been soundly beaten for 
stealing just a halfpenny, about the value of % a cent, but he was stealing 
my whole career, it was just not fair! 

So I had to take my second choice and start to learn to be a 
telephone technician, which was to be a 5-year course at a training school 
in Sydney, some 400 miles away. 

It was not until about three years later that I realised the wisdom of 
my father in not allowing me to enter the navy at that time, because war 
broke out in Korea, and Australia sent the navy, airforce and infantry to 
fight in Korea, and if I had been in the navy, I would have had to go to 
war. 

It was while I was in Sydney, that I went out to the Sydney Stadium 
to hear Dr Billy Graham speak from the Bible about Jesus Christ. 

This message was completely different to any of the messages I had 
heard in church back home as a child, or in the Methodist Church I was 
attending in Stanmore in Sydney. It was a message full of life !!! 

It was a message that made Jesus Christ seem like a man who was 
real and alive and I could believe that He loved me enough to die on the 
cross for me. 

When the altar call was given for people to go forward and dedicate 
their lives to Jesus Christ, I gladly went forward, feeling a clear pull on my 
life to follow this man from Galilee. 

Next Sunday when I told the Methodist pastor that I had gone 
forward to give my heart to the Lord at the crusade he was very excited 
about it, but when I told him that I felt that Jesus had called me to be a 
pastor, he was not so excited, in fact he was completely the opposite. 

He told me that if, in five years time, I still felt that God wanted me 
to be a pastor, then come back and see him and he would make all the 
arrangements to send me through bible school, to become a pastor. 
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[The pastor had wisdom, to check and confirm God's calling on one’s 
life, to ensure that you are walking in the SUBMISSIVE WILL of God. ] 

At this young age of fifteen years, I unfortunately did not. All I could 
see in front of me was a calling to be a pastor, I did not think of the 
necessary studying I would have to do at bible school, or the necessary 
funds you need nowadays to go to bible school to become a qualified 
pastor. 

So in rebellion, I left this pastor's church, and started to drift away, 
to the darker side of life. Of course, this was satan's way of taking me 
back where he said I belonged. 


WINE, WOMEN AND SONG 


Instead of taking God's calling seriously, and starting to pray and 
study the Bible in earnest, to better equip myself for the work God had 
called me to do, I brought a black leather jacket, a knuckle duster and 
started to hang around bars and look for trouble. Of course, when you are 
looking for trouble, it is not very long before you find it. 

A group of us, with black greasy long hair and leather jackets had 
just come out of a picture theatre and were walking to catch the train, 
when around the corner came another similarly dressed gang, on the 
same side of the street. Neither gang was going to get off the pavement 
for the other, so it slowly escalated from words, to abuse, to finally a full 
scale battle. 

When we heard the whistles of the police, we all split the scene and I 
had to go to the hospital with a very badly cut hand from a razor. Some 
thirty years later, I still have the scars to remind me of my wilder days, 
and what can happen when you decide to rebel against God. 

Upon completing my technical training, I was sent to be an 
installation technician in southern New South Wales, some 400-800 miles 
from home. 

The division that I was assigned to had a tradition, that every pay- 
day, everybody went to the nearest hotel, as soon as you got paid, and 
commenced to get yourself very drunk. The old hands used to drink 15 
oz. glasses of beer, followed by a glass of rum, as a "chaser", with what 
seemed like no effect. 

I tried it - and next morning, I was very, very ill and my head felt as 
if somebody had let off a small piece of gelignite inside my skull. My 
dislike for beer and alcohol, has remained ever since. If I could not drink 
beer, then I could do other things that the people did in my division, play 
cards for money, smoke cigarettes and chase the ladies. 

Well, out of all these experiences I learned a few things, which 
looking back now, in retrospect was good training for me, in future life as 
God's servant, because it allows me to understand the other person, and 
to offer counselling from my own personal experiences. 

I learned that chasing after ladies was not always easy, quite 
expensive, and you not always get what you asked for in the beginning. 
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Despite all my wild living, I had still remembered some basic 
teachings that Mum and Dad had given me before I left home to start 
work. From each pay packet, even before I saw it, some money was put 
into a long term savings account for my one desire - a nice brick house. 

I had seen the brick houses from the outside, but had never been 
inside one, and I vowed that when I got married I would have enough 
money saved up, to build my own brand spanking new brick house. 

The installation jobs were such that you always moved from place to 
place, as each job finished, so you never made any real close friendships 
in the towns where you were working. When I moved to Goulburn in 
November 1962, I thought that this would also be the same, but it was 
not to be. 


A WIFE CHOSEN BY MAN 


By this time I was nineteen years old, full of life, just purchased my 
first car (an old second-hand Morris Oxford) and I felt like a million 
dollars. 

I went to the local Methodist church to make myself known to the 
local congregation and to tell them I would be in their town for the next 
couple of years, as we had to install a new telephone exchange and 
transmission system. 

Upon learning that I could read music, I was promptly asked to join 
the choir, (the elder did not enquire if I could sing or not) and then he 
invited me that night to join the young people's fellowship feast, which 
was after the service. 

When I entered the room after the service I saw a beautiful girl 
standing among the other people. I was also introduced to a young man 
called Ray, who was a dwarf by birth, and we started to talk together, not 
about anything special, but so that I could feel not isolated from the rest 
of the people gathered there. 

During the evening I was introduced to this beautiful girl, whose 
named turned out to be Elaine and at the end of the evening, Elaine, Ray 
and I hopped into the old Morris Oxford to take them home. 

Because my knowledge of girls and courting was almost non existent, 
I took the girl home first, then dropped off Ray at his house, then went 
home to the hotel where I was staying. And so the routine was built up, 
each Sunday I would take Elaine home first, then Ray and finally go home 
myself. 

As we were all good friends I did not see anything wrong in this, but 
the kind elder suggested that maybe I should, in future, take Ray home 
first, then take Elaine home afterwards. 
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As we Started to get to know each other, and as couples did in those 
days, we went to the movies (to get to know each other better - not to 
watch the movies). After two years of necking in the back seat of the car 
and being in each other's company at regular intervals, we went home to 
Coffs Harbour to introduce Elaine to my family, and to announce our 
engagement to be married. 

My father did not say very much, my mother was violently against it. 
This in itself, was good enough reason to go on and get married, because 
from my point of view, my father had ruined my career, by not allowing 
me to join the navy, and now Mum was trying to stop me from marrying 
the girl I loved. 

We could not get married before we were twenty-one, without our 
parent's written permission, so we agreed to wait until I turned 21 and 
was legally a man who could choose his own destiny, then we would ask 
Elaine's parents for permission to marry, which they gave. And so the 
preparations for the wedding to take place on the long weekend in 
October, 1964 began. 

It was decided that we would get married in the small church in 
Goulburn, where we had been attending services, singing in the choir and 
being involved in the Sunday school teaching. 

The Pastor counselled us, saying that we were both very young to 
get married and that we should recognise that we had a lot of adjusting to 
do, as Elaine was only 19 year old and I would be 21 years old when the 
marriage took place. 

To make the occasion special we wanted my great grandmother to 
be present at the wedding. The reason for this was very simple. When I 
was born, there were 5 generations of my family alive on my father's 
side of the family:- Great-great grandma Moss, Great grandma Allen, 
Grandma Camm, my Father, and newly arrived me. 

During the time I had been growing up great-grandma Allen & Pop 
as we affectionately called them, had first celebrated their golden 
wedding anniversary for 50 years of marriage and then 10 years later, 
with over 400 relatives present, their diamond wedding anniversary, to 
celebrate their 60 years of marriage. 

I can still remember this special occasion, when I met cousins I had 
never seen before, but had heard about, and into the large hall where the 
celebrations were being held came the local Postmaster, all dressed up in 
his finest official clothes, to deliver a telegram from the Governor General, 
Sir William Slim, representing Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth 2" , and 
another from the Prime Minister, Sir Robert Menzies, and also from the 
local members of parliament and many local residents. 

At that time, (about 11 years of age) I thought it was wonderful that 
Her Majesty knew all her subjects so well that she was able to send each 
a personal telegram when they had this special marriage celebration. 
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It was only later, as I grew up, did I come to realise that this 
unfortunately was not the case, that it was the local member of 
parliament who started the ball rolling and arranged for the necessary 
"official" telegrams to be sent out on these type of occassions. 

Yes, it was agreed that my great grandmother would come to the 
wedding, but how do you transport a 92 year old lady - who has difficulty 
walking anywhere, to a place over 600 miles away? 

After discussing all the possible forms of transport, we agreed that 
she should fly to our wedding, first by local domestic airline, and then by 
a small 4 seater charter to a small landing strip that was in Goulburn at 
that time. We were not sure how grandma would take this, as she had 
never flown before, but she came through it with flying colours and said 
she wanted more trips like this. 

The day of the wedding commenced with grey clouds and cold winds. 
Very carefully Elaine and I packed the car and then took it and hid it 
where nobody could find it, as the Australian people are regular 
pranksters when it comes to weddings. 

During that wedding day, it rained, hailed, snowed, and for about 12 
and hour, came out in beautiful sunshine, for the wedding pictures to be 
taken, and then it started pouring rain again. [It would seem that even 
God Himself did not agree to this wedding taking place]. 

Despite all our best intentions, the gang from the church found the 
car, proceeded to write "just married" signs all over it, using a foaming 
solution like shaving cream, with one difference, shaving cream comes off 
when coming in contact with water - this solution sets like concrete!!! 

All along the highway for the 60 miles we travelled that first night, 
from Goulburn to Canberra, the signs were reflected in the headlights of 
other cars and horns kept up a constant blaring, to offer their 
congratulations and best wishes. 

Next morning, I decided to go out to wash the car, so that during the 
rest of our honeymoon it would not be so obvious that we were just 
married, but alas the sign had stuck like cement and I had to resort to 
using a razor blade to remove as much of the sign as possible. 

And so married life began, and like the pastor said, there had to be 
some adjustments, especially when your wife has been brought up in a 
home where she was not allowed into the kitchen to cook anything - or 
even to prepare any of the food. We used to joke about it later, but Elaine 
did not know how to open a packet of Corn Flakes on the first morning of 
our marriage, but later on turned out to be quite a good cook, especially 
cooking the meringue for pavlovas - the Australian national dish. 

By this time I had been working for 6 years, moving from place to 
place and this was not the type of life I now wanted for Elaine and myself. 


On the Potter's Wheel 


I had started to look at some of the other students who had been in 
the same class as me in the High School and realised that they had 
completed their university courses to become teachers, lawyers, 
engineers, etc. but I, who had always been in the top 10 of my class at 
school, was just a telephone technician, which in my mind and way of 
thinking was not good enough. 

So satan, with his subtle type of moulding, started to place thoughts 
in my head about success and how to get it, reminding me all the time, 
that I would never be able to get my brand new brick house on the salary 
of a telephone technician. 

We started to save like never before, Elaine going to work, myself 
working overtime whenever it was available, putting every last penny into 
the bank for the new house. 

But with all this continual travelling from place to place, I could never 
study, so when it came to the point where I had been working for 6 years, 
I asked the PMG to keep me in Sydney for 4 years so I could go back to 
night school to further my engineering education. 

A reasonable request one would think, but they said no, they could 
not guarantee that I would be able to stay in Sydney for that long. So I 
took my 6 years of Federal Government service credits and went to join 
the local Electricity Commission of NSW, so that I could remain in Sydney 
to complete my certificate course at North Sydney Technical College, later 
to become the North Sydney Institute of Technology. 

With the start of the night school, a new lifestyle began. No longer 
was there any time for church activities, all the time was spent doing 
homework assignments, to achieve good results, then better results, then 
best results, as the desire for power and success drives one ever forward 
and onwards. 

We examined our bank account, talked to the local bank manager 
and it was agreed, we could have the 1° mortgage funds to buy a house. 
Yes, you guessed it, a brand new brick home, we could call our own - well 
ours and the bank's anyway. 

We accepted, and then started the weekly trek to the building site, to 
see how much progress had been made, whether the workmanship is to 
your satisfaction, and all the things which make building a new house so 
much fun, but also a complete nightmare. 

Unless you have been involved in purchasing land, getting the 
building plans approved by the local council authorities, supervising the 
contractors during the construction, selecting furniture, fittings and 
curtains, you will not know the joy, and the frustration which run hand in 
hand, in building a new home. 

Finally, the great day came in 1966 - when 2 years after our 
marriage, we moved into our own brand new home. 
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As far as my family was concerned I was a success, because I had 
achieved in 8 years of working what had taken my mother an father over 
25 years to achieve - yes, after I left home, Mum & Dad were able to buy 
a small timber house in Coffs Harbour which at that time had 2 bedrooms 
- no inside toilet - but it was a place to call "home". 

As time continued, both my brothers (Leslie & Brian) and later my 
sister (Heather) all joined the PMG, (later to be re-named Telecom 
Australia). This only left my younger brother (Lionel) and a very late 
arrival baby sister (Suzanne) at home. 

When Suzanne was only 2% years old, disaster struck our family. 
While Mum was outside doing the washing, or some other necessary 
chore, Suzanne took a tube of lipstick from off the dressing table in the 
bedroom and began to chew it. Somehow it went down the wrong way 
and Mum came into the room to find Suzanne gasping for breath. 

Taking the baby and turning her upside down, giving a quick 
squeeze, cleared the windpipe a little and the child was rushed to the 
hospital for emergency surgery, to remove the obstruction from her 
windpipe. One piece of lipstick was removed, the doctors said everything 
would be OK, and everybody breathed a great sigh of relief. 

Unfortunately the doctors were not 100% correct. Another piece of 
lipstick had gone down into the lungs and within a short time she was 
dead. 

I can remember the times I had come home with Elaine to the house 
to see her, before her death. She was such a loving, innocent young 
baby, I could not understand why God would allow her to suffer like this 
and the die, at such a young age, so innocent she was, and everybody 
loved her. 

The death of Suzanne tore the family apart. This was Dad's favourite 
child and Mum also loved her dearly. Dad blamed Mum for the death of 
the baby and forgiveness was not in his heart. Mum, on the other hand 
was deeply hurt by the fact that the husband that she loved would accuse 
her of this terrible deed, and so no reconciliation ever took place during 
the remaining 25 years of their marriage, until my father passed away, in 
February, 1983 

They lived in the same house, and in the beginning shared the same 
bed. Later they drifted farther and farther apart and it started to become 
a problem, for the children when they went home to visit, because you 
had sooner or later, to take sides, either for your father, or for your 
mother. 

During this time I had become active in the Electrical Trades Union 
and at that time both Barry Unsworth and myself were both shop 
stewards together. (Barry later went on to become a Member of 
Parliament, as did Frank Walker, a person who was in my class at school 
at the Coffs Harbour High School.) 
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So with the background of industrial union training, I did not want to 
take sides, with either parent. This then made it difficult for me, with 
other members of the family, as well. So slowly the family began to 
realise that the old family situation, with lots of love and close family ties 
would never be the same again - and slowly the family began to drift 
apart. 

By the end of 1969, I had competed my certificate course, had 
several promotions and had come to realise that the technology explosion 
was just about to hit the electrical industry in Australia. 

I had now been working non-stop for 10 years and under the State 
Government regulations, I was now eligible for 26 weeks long-service 
leave at half-pay. 

Talking the situation through with Elaine, we decided it was a good 
time for me to update my technology, by working for a manufacturer for 
these 26 weeks. If I liked the job - I could stay on. If I did not, I could 
always go back to the State Government job, at the completion of the 26 
weeks. 

I applied for a job as a technical officer at LM Ericsson Pty. Ltd. (now 
known as Ericsson Australia) in the circuit design laboratory, in Melbourne 
and was accepted on a salary of A $ 4,200 per year. 

Considering that when I started work in 1959, (10 years earlier) I 
was only paid A$ 728 per year - I was quite happy with the job 
promotional opportunities; and the new salary. 

Because of my training and the discipline which I had installed into 
myself during the years of study, I soon learned the design requirements 
and started to design new Private Automatic Exchanges, (known in the 
marketplace as PABX's) 

On June 9, 1969 I took delivery of a brand new Datsun 2600 super 
deluxe sedan, only the 5" one the be imported into Australia. I felt that I 
had finally arrived on the executive scene, with a new job, a second new 
brick house, and a newly imported car, not a locally made one. 

To show off how successful we had become, all by our own efforts, 
(with no glory being given to God at all), we invited our friends down 
from Sydney to stay for the June long weekend. 

It was a wonderful weekend as we talked about old time together 
over good food and several bottles of wine and beer. Elaine and Lois 
talked about their early schooldays together and Laurie talked about his 
aims and goals. 

As I remember it, he wanted to become the head of the NSW 
Railways department. At the end of a wonderful weekend, we took this 
wonderful couple to the railway station, saw them off on the train and 
started to go home through the weekend traffic. 
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We pulled up at a traffic light, in the centre lane, a taxi pulled up in 
the lane next to the curb, and picked up a passenger. The lights changed, 
we moved off and travelled about 100 metres to a small side street. Out 
of the side street came disaster, in the form of a car travelling at high 
speed, taking a short cut through the city. 

It hit the taxi first, with such force that it became airborne and 
landed on the bonnet of my car, stopping it instantly, before spinning on 
up the street, throwing the driver out in one of the spins, and then 
running over his legs, as the car slid along the street, on the opposite side 
of the street. 

The passenger jumped out of the taxi and began running up the 
street, (the taxi-driver after him, thinking he was running away without 
paying for his fare). Actually he could not speak very good English and he 
was running the 100 metres back to his friend to get him to explain to the 
taxi-driver that his arm was broken. 

The driver of the crash vehicle was lying on the road in a serious 
condition, Elaine had a large lump on the head and I was trapped inside 
the car. After a short while people came and were able to prize open the 
car door and I was able to get out. 

I had no lumps or bumps, was able to walk around, so I thought that 
I was OK. The ambulance driver advised me to take Elaine to the hospital 
to be checked out for concussion, but luckily there was none, so we went 
home, my brand new car to be towed to the shop for the insurance to 
decide whether it was to be written off, or repaired. 

In the mornings, Elaine and I used to play a game, to see who would 
get out of bed first, which was quite good fun and usually ended up with 
one of us being unceremoniously deposited onto the floor, as a result of 
two feet being placed on ones rear end and being given a good push. 

The morning after the accident Elaine said for me to get up and make 
a cup of tea, but I responded that I could not move. She laughed thinking 
that this was just a new twist to the game we played each morning about 
getting out of bed, so she asked me again. But when I answered this time 
Elaine must have sensed the fear in my voice, because she got quickly 
out of bed, and with her limited medical experience and _ training, 
commenced to determine the extent of my injuries. 

I could talk, I could open and close my eyes, I could move my neck 
sideways - but that was all - I could not move anything else - not my 
shoulders, my arms, nor my legs - something very serious had happened 
to me. 

They called the ambulance and very carefully they transferred me 
from the bed to a stretcher and transported me to the hospital, at a slow 
speed, to prevent further injuries. During the remainder of that day, the 
doctors and nurses took many x-rays and finally gave their verdict, that 
the 5 & 6 cervical vertebrae of my spine had been fractured and 
displaced and that I would probably never walk again. 
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So in a period of less than 24 hours, I had gone from being a very 
successful technical officer, with a promising future, to a person whose 
future was to be possibly a bed for the rest of one's life - I had become 


a paraplegic overnight. 


THE DEPTHS OF DESPAIR 


Here I was with a beautiful wife, a promising career and now all of 
this just seemed to dry up and vanish before my eyes. 

As I lay in the hospital bed I was to ask the same question over 
and over again, "WHY HAD GOD LET THIS HAPPEN TO ME?” IT 
JUST WASN'T FAIR! 

For the last 7 years, I had not even thought of God, 
except on minor occasions, but with no_ real dedication, love or 
reverence. Now I was blaming Him for my present situation. 

As I stayed in the hospital and things did not seem 
to be getting any better and there was no encouragement from 
the doctors, I started to cry out to God in despair: "Please God - If 
you are really out there, and if you heal me _ from this 
terrible situation, restore me, then I promise I will serve you for 
the rest of my life". 

If anybody had come to me at that time, with a promise of a 
cure for my- problem, I would have given him or 
her anything, or promised them anything, I was so desperate for a 
cure. 

But despite what the doctors had predicted, I was able to walk 
again, was able to move my arms again, but I still did not have any 
sense of touch, I could not feel with the tips of my fingers, or my hands. 

It was a great day when I was able to go back to work again, but it 
caused problems, I did not foresee at the time. For a _ short time I 
remembered my plea to God and my promise to serve Him for the rest of 
my life. 

Born originally a Presbyterian, I went to the local church, only to 
see that he was, in fact, a pastor who was ina wheelchair, a victim of 
a car accident - like myself. 

The congregation loved him very much. They did not want him to 
feel left out, unworthy or rejected. They were prepared to accept 
him as he had become, injuries, handicap and all, even to such an extent 
that they were prepared to have a consultant come in and 
redesign the layout of the church to make’ it comfortable for a 
pastor in a wheelchair. 

For me, it reminded me all to clearly of what I could have become. It 
filled me with fear, of memories of what could have been my life for 
years to come, instead to filling my life with the joy of thanksgiving, of 
thanks and praise to God, about His wonderful healing power. 
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I worked very hard, but the fact that I could not feel anything 
became a problem. Often I would burn 
myself with a soldering iron, then smell burning flesh and look around 
to find out what was burning only to find out it was me, but I could 
not feel a thing. 

The company suggested that I should go back to university and 
further my education, because if I could not use my hands, they 
could surely use my brains. 

So back to the grindstone of an engineering degree at Royal 
Melbourne Institute of Technology. 

Because I had already completed my Technician's 
Certificate and the Electronics & Communications 
Certificate and had over 10° years’ practical experience in 
the engineering field, I was given liberal exemptions in the degree 
course, being only required to do 1 subject from 2nd year and to 
commence some subjects in 3rd year, and all of 4th year. 

But I was either getting older, or the level of study was higher, I 
really don't know, all I can remember is that, those 4 years it took me to 
complete my studies at RMIT, were the hardest years study of my life, 
and I never really finished, nor did I receive my degree certificate. 

But the piece of paper, did not seem to matter, because I was 


being rapidly promoted from technical officer, to 
Senior Technical officer, to the 
management position of Coordinator of the ASDP 


computerised directory assistance system, a system developed in the 
R&D laboratory, whilst I was the team leader in the R&D labs. 

By 1977 my salary had progressed from $4200, when I started with 
the firm, to over $ 17,000 per annum with an expense account and 
my own beautiful young secretary. 

During this same time, Elaine & I had sold our first house in 
Sydney, purchased some land in Templestowe, built a 4 bedroom 


house with all modern facilities, including air- 
conditioning and ducted heating, cocktail bar and liberal wine 
supply. 


But we were married in 1964, so by 1970, people were starting 
to ask us when were planning to start a family. Our reply was that 
we were trying, but without any results. Finally we decided we should 
go to get a GP and find out if there was any problem. 
During 1970, we appeared at the Royal Women’s Hospital for a 


check up. 
It seemed very strange to be a man going to the Royal Women's 
Hospital to check for infertility, because 


everybody who was there seemed to be very much pregnant and 
that was not what we seemed to be able to achieve. 

After thorough physical examinations we were given the news that 
we should seriously consider adoption, as the likelihood of Elaine and 
myself having natural children, was very slim. 
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After receiving this news without any visible emotions we both 
went home and started to cry. We had been married for 7 years and 
this was a terrible blow, to our married life situation. So after several 
months we made an application to the authorities to become eligible as 
adopting parents. 

Until this time we did not realise how involved it was. The 
questionnaire that you have to fill in was so detailed that by the time 
we had finished, the interviewer knew almost what we had eaten 
during the weeks before we got married. 

They came and looked at our house, checked our salaries, 
checked our credit ratings, interviewed the neighbours, to see if we 
shouted or quarrelled, all sorts of things, which nowadays, probably 
violated our civil rights. 

Finally the good news came and on 7™ June 1972, a 28-day-old baby 
arrived to take up residence at our house. A baby girl followed this on 
the 4" April 1977 and we were a happy family together. 

People who did not know that the babies were adopted used to say 
that they either took after their mother or their 
father and we did not deny the facts, because they probably did look 
like their "natural” mother or their "natural" fathers. 

On the 3.10.74 we celebrated our 10th wedding anniversary, 
andinso doing, passed the national average, for marriage longevity. 
At that time in Australia, the rate of marriages, ending up 
in divorces, was 1 in 3. 

But very soon after this Elaine's father died and the love which was 
in our marriage started to fray at the edges. 

To complicate matters, my job responsibilities at work, started to 
increase at 
an alarming rate, and with it, my patience started to reduce, and 
my temper, which was always violent, started to emerge both at work 
and at home, which resulted in violent quarrels and an unhappy home 
life situation. Satan in always’ waiting in the wings, to seize 
the opportunity, to cause further troubles and disasters. 

My secretary at work chose this time to leave, but just for a few 
weeks, and so I took her out for a picnic lunch, just to say thanks for 
her help and her kind consideration, when I was 
not in the best of moods. 

We prepared a quite place to sit, overlooking the water catchment 
area, looking at a lovely view, with a gentle breeze occasionally 
catching Judy’s hair and blowing it across her face. 

And so we chatted, about nothing in particular, we drank 2 bottles of 
white wine and slowly ate the food I had prepared for that meal. 

On one of the occasions that the wind blew the hair across Judy's 
face, I reached over and gently pushed it aside. 
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It started out as an innocent gesture, and we ended up in each 
others arms, kissing and caressing each other, finally showing each 
other our real feelings, just when we were to be no longer working 
together. 

Each was a little embarrassed about the turn of events, and we 
never considered that it would ever occur again. 

But Satan had planted that little seed in our minds, for us to accept 
or reject, we now knew our feelings for each other, and we both knew 
that in a few weeks, Judy would again 
be working with me, in a close office situation, often with the door 
closed. 

The scene was set to test our beliefs in right and wrong, our 
love for our families, our wives and husbands, in fact all the things I 
had been taught whilst I was being raised up by my parents. 

When the test finally came, we both failed it miserably. At this 
stage, we were "on the potter’s wheel” but Satan was the potter. 

From the time we had been born, up until this point we had been 
shaped and moulded by the traditions of a 
religious background, following the golden rule, never doing anything 
to harm others, all the things an average "non practising" Christian 
would experience. 

You think I have made a contradiction here by saying a "non 
practising Christian,” well I don't think so. You see, at this time, I knew 
ABOUT GOD, but I did not KNOW GOD in a personal way. I did 
not have any relationship with Him, except to acknowledge, to some 
degree, that He was the creator of the universe. 

So really, the "Potter” at this time was Satan, he had been allowing 
the mould to take shape along the traditional lines and I was, up until 
this time, a conventional Australian husband, except that I _ did 
not drink very much, because it used to upset my stomach, so I left 
the booze alone. 

But now the potter decides that it is time to distort the mould shape 
away from God's design, to make it obscene, to make it totally 
wrong, in the eyes of God, the eyes of both our families, and the 
employees around us. 

The mould in fact was going to be completely reshaped, like a 
new model Car, the manufacturer’s 
name is the same, but the shape is completely different. 

Satan was about to take the shape on the potter’s wheel, smash it 
and shape it again, but definitely not for the better. 

When we committed adultery the first time, we were not like Adam 
& Eve, who did not know that their sin was wrong, until after the sin was 
accomplished. 

As people brought up in a "Christian Country", we were told, in 
many ways, that adultery was a sin against God and against society. 

But Satan is very very clever, we did not feel guilty afterwards, 
we felt good. Satan had prepared us well with subtle thoughts like: - 
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"It won't hurt anybody, because nobody knows about it, just Judy & 
you and neither of you are going to tell anybody else, so it is alright, go 
ahead and enjoy it." 

But it became more difficult, to keep up the appearances to all 
concerned parties. At home, to be a loving husband, knowing that the 
day before you hadbeen — unfaithful. To the ~ staff at 
work, who trusted and respected you, as a good example of what 
an engineering executive should be. To act casually towards Judy, in 
the office, in the presence of other people, 
and then, to be completely abandoned in passionate love, a few hours 
later. 

The pressure was building up in all areas, work began to suffer, life 
at home became almost unbearable for Elaine, as my temper increased, 
due to the guilt and shame, but not having the guts to come straight 
out and confess the truth, ask forgiveness, and hope for a reconciliation 
in the marriage. 

In one of the arguments, Elaine complained that I was spending too 
much time at work, she said she knew all about me, I was more 
interested in my job than in our marriage. 

I told her she did not know about me at all, and blurted out the 
truth about the affair, which had now being going on for some time. 

The look on her face I can still remember. It was as if I had hit her a 
physical blow, because the pain on her face was so real. 

I then told her that this affair really did not mean anything, that I 
really only loved her, but did not know how to stop the affair, after it 
got started, because Judy may spread it all over the office, and 
I could not handle the humiliation, condemnation and shame, of the 
staff at the office, if the news was released into the office situation. 
Like Adam, I was putting the blame on "Eve", not accepting it myself. 

Satan was not revealing his true nature. Satan is the ultimate 
deceiver, the guilt and the shame not coming to _ the surface, 
conviction of the truth was there, I had to ask for forgiveness to again 
have any peace in my mind and in my heart. 

For everything there is a price. The Scripture says :- "the wages of 
sin is death." The wages for my sins was also the beginning of the death 
of our marriage. 

Elaine, with love, mercy and compassion, forgave me and again 
there was a reconciled marriage. 

We agreed that we would put this terrible situation behind us, move 
to another town, buy a restaurant and start a new life together. 

But all plans which do not come from God are doomed to be a 
failure, in some way or another!!! 

When we told Mum that we were looking for a restaurant to 
buy she quickly told us there was one for sale right in the main 
shopping centre of our home town, why not come and buy that one and 
be close to the family as well. 
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Everything seemed too good to be true. A good business in the 
centre of the main shopping centre, of my home town. 

Here was the prime opportunity for the "local boy” who left the 
town when he was only 15 years of age, to come back after 20 years, 
buy up a business in the 
main shopping centre and show everybody how successful he was. 
PRIDE was there in large letters. 

Nowhere in this situation was God given any credit for the healing, 
or for the love, mercy and compassion of a loving, forgiving wife. 

For several weeks we worked like slaves, getting the place in order, 
washing walls, cleaning stoves and 
rotisseries, which looked like they had not been cleaned in years, 
getting everything to be spotlessly clean, because Mum had advised us 
that people feel happy and secure when they go into a restaurant which is 
spotlessly clean, they are confident that the food will be prepared in a 
professional way and recommend the restaurant to their friends as well. 

We opened the restaurant after spending nearly $A 100,000 on it 
and the people came, firstly to look and see, and later on a regular 
basis. 

In the first year, sales topped $A 500,000, we paid back a sizeable 
portion of the money we had borrowed to buy the place and had quite a 
handsome profit into the bargain. 

We were selling approximately 2,000 chickens and chicken pieces 
per week in the’ fast foods section and _ over’ 1,000 
hamburgers in the weekends, everything looked promising for us and 
the business. 

I had a staff of 22 dedicated workers and we opened at 7 a.m., 


serving breakfast to the many tourist who 
came to Coffs Harbour, each year, and closed at 11 p.m. each night, 7 
days a week. 


Because it was a tourist town, and nobody else opened on Good 
Friday, or Christmas day, we did, and made a lot of money on those 2 
days as well. 

But being in the business each day, for so many hours, started to 
take its toll on my health. I began to have difficulty sleeping, because 
my nerves were so on edge from the constant worry of the 
business. I could not relax. I did not have enough time for my wife and 
my family, everything started to fall to pieces around our ears, despite 
whatever we tried to do, it just did not seem to work out right. I ended 
up in the hospital suffering from a suspected heart attack, caused by 
too much work, not enough sleep, incorrect diet and no relaxation. The 
doctors diagnosis was sell the restaurant, or be dead inside of 5 years 
from another heart attack. 
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But God's timing is always perfect. He created the universe, 
set the sun, moon and stars in their places, set the universal laws 
by which they revolve through the Heavens, and he has a plan 
for each one of us as well, if we will only stop and listen to His voice and 
do His will. 

God started to work in my life before I was_- even 
aware of His presence, or of His power, love and understanding. 


GOD'S PREPARATIONS 


I had among my staff, 3 people who had clear visions about GOD, 
but from 2 different points of view. 2 people belonged to the Jehovah's 
Witness faith and one was a "born again” believer from the local 
Pentecostal church. 

Gaya used to wear a small badge to work each day, on which were 
the words "SMILE, JESUS LOVES YOU". 

She used to spend much of her time telling the customers about 
how wonderful her Saviour was and how He could be their in times of 
trouble and affliction. 

Despite the fact that she spent so much time _ talking 
to the customers about how wonderful Jesus was, she always did her 
work on time, even staying back on her own time, if she thought it was 
necessary. 

Throughout this period, I was always critical of the performance of 
the staff, but somehow, deep down in my subconscious I knew that 
what Gaya was doing was right, and I never told _ her 
to stop witnessing for the Lord on my time. Seeing I was paying her 
salary, I considered it to be MY time, not God's time. 

Then one night, a man came into the’ restaurant’ very 
drunk. He seemed to be over 7 feet tall and very strong, I just knew he 
was going to be trouble. 

He sat down and_ started demanding service in a_ loud 
voice. I wanted to throw him out of the restaurant because he was 
causing a disturbance to the other customers, but I knew that if I went 
to his table, he would probably throw me out through the front plate 
glass window of my shop instead. Gaya offered to go and serve him. 

What took place in the next few minutes would — start 
to change my life in a way I never dreamed possible --- God 
came to visit our business. 

Here we had a real David and Goliath situation. Gaya, a small 
gentle person who loved the Lord, and Philip, a very large strong man, 
under the influences of alcohol. (Satan). 

Gaya went over to the table to serve Philip, in just the same way as 
she went to serve any’ other customer, with a_— smile 
and the badge on the front of her blouse, saying :- "SMILE, JESUS 
LOVES YOU." 
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Philip asked for a cup of coffee, which was promptly delivered, and 
then started to joke about the badge. Who was this Jesus, that loved 
him, nobody loved him. It was all a lie. 

By this time, I had moved over to sit down with’ the 
two of them at the table. Gaya proceeded to tell Him: "Yes, Jesus 
did love him, just as he was, right 
this very minute, drunk, disrupting the peace and quiet of the 
other customers, with his 2 day growth of beard, with all his 
wrongdoings, in fact, it did not matter what his past was like, 
yes Jesus really and truly loved him." 

Instead of the expected violent reaction to this statement, with 
shouting, cursing, or even physical violence, (which was what I expected 
to have been the result of the statement), Phil, started to cry. 

Through his sobbing we heard him say the up until this time in his 
life, nobody had ever loved him, not his mother, or father, none of his 
friends, nobody. 

Here in the middle of the restaurant, the power of God was 
moving the heart of this man, to confess his deepest innermost hurts, he 
was crying out for love. 

Gaya now started to give part of her testimony about how Jesus had 
changed her life and how His love was 
with her everyday. She went on to tell him that Philip should go to 
the church to see the pastor, to learn more about Jesus and His love. 

Gaya offered to arrange to take him to church for the Wednesday 
night service, if I would let her off work just a little early, on the next 
Wednesday evening. 

At the mention of "CHURCH” there was a complete change 
coming over Phil, no, he was not going 
into a church, only sissies went to church. He was a big strong 
Aussie "He-man", no he_ definitely was not going to church, not 
matter what!!! 

For me, looking on as a spectator, (to this spiritual battle), here was 
an opportunity for me to make the situation become interesting. I 
told Philip that I would let Gaya 
go early from work next Wednesday evening to take him to church, 
and I bet him A$5 that he was not game to go. I went on to tell him 
that I dared him to go. 

Now everybody knows that you never dare an Australian male 
to do anything. You are challenging his manhood, you are saying that 
he is scared to do something. 

It was like waving a red flag in front of a_ bull. 
The reaction was, at first slow, but then it developed into a full 
scale charge. 

Here was a chance for 
Phil to make an_ easy five bucks and make me look stupid, yes he 
would go, but only to win the dare. 
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So on the following Wednesday 
evening, Phil arrived at the restaurant, clearly under the influence 
of several glasses of beer, ready to go to church, to win the bet and to 
collect his A$ 5.00. 

But the situation at this church was completely different to the 
churches he had been in before. Everybody was happy to see him, a 
complete stranger. He was welcomed into their midst, like a 
brother who had been away overseas for many years and had 
just come home for a visit. The love these people showed to him was 
REAL. 

Because of the alcohol, he did not remember much of what pastor 
Ray said that first evening, but the 
love was something that he needed, so without any prompting 
from me, or a bet of another A$5, he agreed for Gaya to take him to 
church again the next Sunday. 

When Philip accepted Jesus Christ as his personal Saviour, 
all the angels rejoiced in Heaven. Of course I did not know about 
any of this at the time. The one thing I did see was 
a complete change come over Philip. 

Before he accepted Jesus Christ, he was a man of 21 years of 
age, almost an alcoholic, no job, dirty 
looking in appearance, loud in speech, violent in 
temper, fighting first, without considering the consequences of his 
actions. 

But Jesus completely changed his life. He immediately 
stopped drinking, came into the shop clean shaven, dressed up in 
clean clothes, not like before, dirty jeans and a singlet. He was quiet and 
gentle, no loud voice, no anger, it was a completely new creation. 

I could not’ believe it !!! I told myself it was 
only temporary, very soon he would be back to his old ways again. 
But that did not happen. What happened was worse, or so it seemed at 
the time. 

By now several weeks later, Gaya and Philip had started going 
out to the church regularly together, on the big black motorbike that 
Gaya owned. 

God had placed a desire in the heart of this new believer, to tell 
everybody about Jesus Christ and how they could have their lives 
cleaned up, how they could have this wonderful love, that he had now 
found and experienced. 

Up until this time Gaya had been careful in her witnessing in the 
shop, she had always witnessed to the customers, telling them THEY 
needed Jesus Christ in their lives, now both of them started telling ME, 
that I needed Jesus Christ in MY life. 

My reaction was immediate, no! definitely not!. I remembered the 
previous times I had been in church, I remembered the "fairy stories” I 
had been told in Sunday school. No way did I need Jesus Christ. !!! 


24 


On the Potter's Wheel 


I had already forgotten that I had cried out to God in my time of 
despair, after the car accident, how I had said I would serve Him for the 
rest of my life. I did not connect the two thoughts together, I did not 
realise that Jesus Christ was the real living form of God, so I 
rejected any advances that were made to me to 
accept Jesus Christ as my personal saviour. 

But Jesus Christ is a miracle worker. He moves in mysterious ways 
His miracles to perform. 

Gaya and Philip came into the shop one afternoon, very excited 
and announced that they were engaged to be married and would 
Elaine and I please come to their wedding, soon to take place. 

We were very happy for them, because we had seen this initial 
encounter blossom into a full scale love affair between these two 
wonderful people and I knew that it would be a good marriage. Elaine 
and I both agreed to go to the wedding. 

When we arrived at the church, it was decorated like any other 
church for a wedding, so I expected the same dreary music, like I had 
experienced in previous wedding services. I was in for a big surprise. 

First of all, everybody was very happy to  see- us 
there, many of the people were customers who from time to time came 
into the restaurant to quietly sit and have coffee or another light snack. 

When the music started, it was completely different to any other 
church music I had ever heard. It was so bright and happy, people were 
clapping their hands together, singing loudly, but in tune, and everybody 
was really enjoying themselves. 

It was a great wedding celebration, I thoroughly enjoyed it. 
Elaine, on the other hand was turned off by what she considered 
sacrilege of a sacred place, by what she considered "rock music". 

So we came away from that church with two completely different 
reactions to the same environment. 

In the shop the work situation continued to get worse, with more 
and more problems seeming to appear every day, resulting in both of 
us having less and less sleep. 

As was the custom each morning, I would go down _ to 
the bakery to collect the trays of cakes, which had been freshly baked 
for us to use during that day. 

As I turned into the parking lot on my return to the 
shop, I fell asleep, due to complete physical exhaustion. The car 
was travelling very slowly, but the impact of hitting the fence, was 
enough to give me a whiplash of my old neck injury, and of course 
wake me up again. After delivering the cakes for use, I went to the 
office, because now I did not feel well at all. 

At about the same time, in another part of town, a lady was laying 
unconscious in her front yard, and was discovered by a neighbour and 
rushed to hospital in a ambulance, with unknown symptoms. 
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Maybe an hour later, my _ staff found me_- slumped_ over 
my desk in the office and were unable to raise me also. I was rushed 
to hospital in a semiconscious state and the hospital started to panic. 

Within the space of 2 hours, 2 people from the same town, were 
brought into the hospital with the same basic symptoms and the 
hospital thought they had the beginning of some minor epidemic on their 
hands. 

For four days I lay in the hospital, in a semiconscious state, 
unable to talk to anybody, unable to understand 
what anybody was saying, but being aware that there was a lot of 
activity going on around me. 

During this time, it was as if my spirit had left my body and had 
gone up near the ceiling. I could see everything which was going on 
in the room, but it was, as if I was not involved in it, I was just an 
observer. 

The hospital conducted many tests to determine my illness. 


Because there was no physical 
evidence of an accident, they did not test for accident related 
symptoms, but did test for other 


types of diseases which had similar symptoms, including meningitis. 

In performing this test, the doctors have to insert a very thin needle 
into the spinal column and extract some of the fluid and also 
measure the pressure of the fluid. 

I am told that in performing this particular test the patient is tied 
down to the operating table, because the pain is very intense and any 
small movement, whilst the needle is inserted into the spinal column, 
could cause permanent injury. 

Deep in my subconscious, I can remember intense pain occurring, 
but I don't remember the cause, maybe it was this particular test. 

Elaine, my wife, was informed of my situation, when she came into 
the office at about 10 O’clock on that first morning. She quickly rang 
to the hospital, identified herself and asked to speak to the doctors about 
my condition and possible cause. 

She was informed that both the lady and myself were being treated 
for suspected meningitis and are in isolation with no visitors allowed. 

On receiving this news, Elaine used the limited medical 
knowledge she had, about this disease, and came to the following 
conclusions: - 

Meningitis is a disease that affects the brain, 
resulting in permanent, or semi-permanent brain 
damage, or in some cases, even death, to those who catch it. It isa 
highly contagious disease so no contact should be made with a person 
who has it. 
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Looking at this. situation before her, as a_ possible 
scenario for the rest of her life, having the 
responsibility of looking after the shop, the children, and maybe an 
invalid husband, or the same, but as a widow, was too much 
responsibility for her. 

The love which was in the marriage in the early stages, had gone 
through too many scars and battles to last and sustain this crisis 
situation. (When you try to solve problems of great magnitude, 
using your own strength and wisdom, and do not call upon the Lord 
for help, a larger problem will be just around the corner.) 

So looking at the alternatives, the only one which seemed 
reasonable at the time, was escape. Sometime during the four days while 
I was unconscious in the hospital, Elaine took all but a few belongings, 
locked up the house, took the two adopted children and left to go to her 
sister's place 400 miles away, to start a new life. But not all the people 
reacted to my illness in this way. 

Gaya and Philip, on hearing the news, immediately contacted 
their pastor and asked that prayer be started for my complete 
healing, so that God could be glorified in this situation. 

I have been told that during the time I was 
unconscious, despite advice from the doctors of possible infection, 
Pastor Ray came into the room to pray by my bedside, to ask God to 
move in a mighty way for my complete healing. 

During this time, the hospital had received 
confirmation from their tests, that I did not have meningitis. I was 
suffering from complete physical and mental exhaustion and there was 
a real chance that I would suffer a mental breakdown, with the 
result that I might end up in some mental institution. 

All my body functions had shut down, leaving only the life support 
functions in operation, as my brain tried to save physical and mental 
energy, keeping me alive. 

The doctors said that if I did not come out of the coma by the 
fourth day, they would have to use some sort of electrical shock 
treatment to try to bring me back to reality, as I had slipped away into 
a twilight zone of my own choosing, trying to escape, by mental 
means, what Elaine had in fact done in the physical situation. Both of us 
wanted to escape from reality, but chose different ways to do it. 

Sometime during the early hours of the fifth day, God brought me 
back into the land of the living, He spoke to me in a small, but clear 
voice from inside my head. He reminded me that I had been paralysed 
and that I had prayed to him several years before and that I had 
promised to serve Him for the rest of my life if He would heal me. He said 
: "I did my part - when are you going to start doing yours ?” 
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As I started to show effects of hearing questions given to me, and I 
started to give answers to these questions. I seem to remember that 
even simple questions, like what was my name, where did I live, how 
old was I, what is the date of my birth, all seemed to be very difficult 
questions to answer, for I found it so hard to remember anything. 

But slowly over the next few days, doing a_ lot. of 
sleeping and eating a specially prepared diet, I started to become 
more active and my body started to function again, in its normal fashion. 

Many people during my technical career, before this time had said I 
had a mind like a computer, as I could remember a large amount of 
fine technical data, especially numbering codes. 

Now the neurologists, or if you’ like, brain doctors, 
needed to know if I had suffered any permanent injuries, so I was 
subjected to a series of tests, which resulted in determining that I was 
OK, my brain was not damaged. 

During this time I was not told that my wife had cleared out, that 
nobody was looking after the shop, that it was completely in the hands of 
the staff. 

When I was finally told of this, I was more interested in 
getting back to the shop, than in finding my wife, and trying to 
restore our marriage. 

It is interesting to note, looking back on events, some 12 years 
later, that when you start to worship power, or money, and place these 
things in a position of more importance in your life, than God and your 
family, then your judgements and decision making, will become twisted 
and blurred by what Satan has put in your heart, and God will not be 
glorified in your life, or in your actions. 

So against the doctors’ advice, I discharged myself 
from the hospital and went to the shop, expecting everything to be ina 
shambles, but this was not the case. 

Locked up in the office, were the takings for each day I had been in 
hospital, with receipts for any goods which had been received and 
paid for during that time. 

I was told that the staff had worked as well, or better, while I 
had been in the hospital than when I was present in the shop. They had 
even continued to work, past their pay-day, without getting paid, 
because there was nobody authorised to sign the cheques, or the 
taxation deduction documents. 

From this report by my mother, I was much relieved, but the work 
and responsibility which Elaine used to do in the past, now also fell on 
my shoulders. 

To overcome this I hired additional staff to do the accounting and 
purchasing, but in sO doing, changed 
the profitability of the business, from making a profit, into making a 
loss. 
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Very soon I was in big financial trouble, and I thought I would go 
bankrupt or end up in goal, if one of the creditors, took me to court for 
not being able to pay my debts. 

Since coming out of hospital I had moved back to stay 
at home, with a father who had been diagnosed with terminal cancer, 
but had not been told he had less than 5 years to live, a mother who 
was working to earn a living and keep up the repayments on the house 
mortgage, taken out in 1951 when the house was originally 
purchased. 

I felt very lonely, without the fellowship of my wife and two children. 
Elaine had been contacted after I was released from the hospital and 
it was explained that I did not have meningitis, but had collapsed 
from overwork and worry and would she please come back home. 

I don't know whether she felt guilty, or ashamed, for walking out and 
leaving me and the business at that particular time or not, but she 
refused to return, or to accept her _ responsibilities in the joint 
partnership agreement which was made when we_- went 
into the business, which meant sharing all the 
profits, but also sharing the losses, or the commitments to repay 
the money borrowed to set up the business. 

During this time Mum was going to the local Uniting Church each 
Sunday morning, for Sunday worship and she suggested that I should 
go along also. 

Well to tell the absolute truth, I went to three consecutive Sunday 
services and they were the deadest services I have participated in during 
my lifetime up until that point. The pastor was telling "nice” stories 
from the Bible, but in those three services I did not hear any mention of a 
salvation message, no altar calls, no requests for prayer for the sick, so 
needless to say I did not receive anything in that church at that time. 

(I hasten to add that the Uniting Church in Coffs Harbour is not 
like that today, but a church that is "on-fire” for the Lord and being 
blessed by being and doing things which are in accordance with 
the Divine Word of God.) 

I told Gaya that I was going to the church and she became very 
happy until I said that the church was dead and I was not receiving 
anything there. 

As a result of this conversation, I was invited to the church where 
Gaya and Philip had been married 
about 7 months earlier, called Calvary Life Assemblies, in Sawtell, 
approximately 5 miles from Coffs Harbour. 

I accepted the invitation for 2 reasons. The first being that I still 
had not got around to thanking the pastor for praying for me when I in 
the hospital and secondly, I had enjoyed the music and the warm 
friendship I had received when I had gone there before . 
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The people were so pleased to see me, even though I was not a 
member of _ this, or any church at that time, but 


I felt comfortable among them, learning new 
choruses, singing praise and worship songs, hearing testimonies about 
real life situations and how Jesus 


Christ had moved in some mighty way to help and assist the person 
in a trial situation they were facing at that time. 

All this was wonderful, I already felt at home in this church, that 
is until Pastor Ray started to 
preach the sermon, then I started getting very uncomfortable. 

For the next 7 weeks I went to’ that church’ every 
Sunday morning and each Wednesday evening for praise and worship. 

During that time I felt that Pastor Ray had singled me out as the 
main topic of each of his sermons, because everything he said was wrong 
about a person’s life, I seemed to have it. Everything a person should 
not do in business, I seemed to have been doing it. Everything you 
should not do as an employer, towards one's 
employees, I seemed to be doing it. The Holy Spirit had started to 
cause conviction to come into my heart and soul, as my Spirit began to 
awaken to the teachings from God's Holy Word. 

As much as I felt guilty and uncomfortable about my present life, I 
still wanted to come and hear more from God's Word, things about how 
a righteous person should live and conduct his life, so that Jesus 
Christ maybe glorified in one's life. 

On the 17th May 1977 I attended the church for the 7th 
consecutive Sunday and was very comfortable in the praise and 
worship, until the sermon started and Pastor Ray again started to point 
out my failures. 

But unlike other times when I become uncomfortable, (I just used 
to try to forget it) this time, I felt a burning desire in my heart to want to 
change, so I started to pray silently in my seat, sitting beside Philip & 
Gaya. 


FACE TO FACE WITH GOD 


I don't know if I prayed for a few seconds, or a few minutes, but I 
felt Philip give me a nudge in the ribs to get my attention. 
He whispered to me :- "Why don't you go down to the front of the 
church and give your heart to the Lord ? I am sure that He wants you to 
do it, today.” 

Despite my desire to change my life, my pride was still there 
in big bucketfuls. I was still, (in outward appearance anyway), the 
successful local businessman and there was just NO WAY I was going 
to go out to the front of this church and make a fool of myself, 
by asking for salvation, or help from anybody. My mind was made up, 
absolutely not !!! 
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To make sure, I was_- holding onto the seat’ very 
tightly with both hands so that Philip or somebody else could not come 
to move me to the front of the church, by forceful means. 

But the next thing I remember was that I was kneeling at the altar 
rail, out at the front of the church, kneeling, not standing, with tears 
streaming down my face, and weeping like a baby, I could not stop, no 
matter how hard I tried. 

Many other people also were weeping and praying as Pastor Ray 
led me through the sinner's prayer for salvation. 
Almost immediately the guilt, loneliness and fear left me, like 
somebody had removed a large weight from around my neck, that 
up until not I had been carrying around with me. 

The news of my_ salvation spread throughout the business 
community very quickly, but with different reactions. 

From that Sunday onwards for the next few months, the church 
outreach used to come and sing praise and worship songs out the 
front of my shop, because I had given them permission to use electricity 
for their PA system. 

The financial problems of the business did not go away, instead 
they got worse, until finally I decided to go into voluntary receivership. 

I called a meeting of all my creditors, confessed that I was in 
trouble, but that I was now a "born again” Christian and that I was 
prepared to sell all my belongings, my car, my business and give all the 
proceeds to the creditors’ appointed representative, to be divided up 
amongst the creditors. 

In accordance to Para 10 of the Bankruptcy Act, I was 
then required to work for a further 7 years, and a percentage of the 
income, was also to be added to the amount given to the representative 
from the sale of my belongings. 

At the completion of the 7 year period, the money would then be 
split up amongst the creditors, in the direct ratio to the value of the 
amount of money I had owed to them. 

In accordance with the law, as it was a partnership agreement, both 


parties were legally responsible for 
the debt, and both parties were required to be present during these 
creditors’ meetings. But Elaine 
refused to come and _ accept’ her legal responsibilities, or to be 
part in the solution of them. 


The representative gave two legal options to the creditors:- 


1. Declare my wife and myself bankrupt through the court, 
sell up everything the we owned, make us work for the creditors 
for a further 7 years and then divide the money. 

Or 
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2. Not declare us bankrupt, sell up everything now, 
including the business, my Car, etc., but not 
wait the 7 years, split the money between the creditors now, 
agree that the money paid (about 55 cents for each dollar owed) 
was to be accepted in full payment of all debts and that all debts 
were therefore cleared. 


While the creditors discussed and argued amongst themselves 
about which option they should take, I was busy praying like I had never 
prayed before, that the 
creditors should adopt and accept the’ second alternative. 

After about half an hour they agreed to the second alternative and 
I had my first real evidence of the power of the Lord at work in other 
people's lives, as a result of a direct prayer I had made. 

I was almost screaming out Hallelujah in the creditors' meeting, 
because I was so relieved and excited. 

During the next 3 or 4 weeks everything went smoothly as the legal 
formalities were completed, a new owner was found for the shop, my car 
was taken away to be auctioned and anything of value, like a 
radio or TV was sold. 

In July 1977 I wasa person, having $55,000 of debts, without a 
car, having no job, a wife and children who had deserted me, and 
the only trade qualification I had, was back into the electronics 
industry. 

But at this time in Australia, getting a job was not an easy 
thing, the country was just starting to recover from a recession. 

At this time in my Christian life I definitely was a Christian baby, not 
knowing how to study the Word in 
the Bible, not knowing how to have a time of devotions and 
meditations before the Lord, all I knew was that the heavy weight 
of guilt had been lifted off my back when I accepted Jesus Christ as my 
Saviour. 

Comment:- Some 12 years later, after seeing some 12,500 people 
come the altars of many churches, all over the world, 
and then see those little flowers of salvation, wither up and die, due 
to incorrect nurture group teaching, makes me cry out to the Lord in 
despair. 

Lord why do the pastors not care for their Christian 
babies, like mothers care for their newly born children, by giving 
them constant attention, love, 
instruction in small easily digested spiritual 
mouthfuls, to allow them to receive the basic foundations upon 
which to build their spiritual lives to maturity. ??? 

There is a joke, about one church I know, which goes like this. 
Salvation on Sunday, junior cell group leader on 
Monday, choir on Wednesday evening, bible study leader the next 
Sunday. 
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It is easy to understand why this church has not grown in 
numbers, but only the faces keep changing. 

The first time the young Christian faces a trial, he will fail because 
there is little or no fundamental teachings and no foundations, or the 
knowledge of how to turn to the "ROCK” in times of trials or 
temptations. And so I was about to face my first trial also, what to do 
now with my life??? 

I poured out my tale of woe to the church, how I owed all this 
money, everything I owned had been sold, 
what should I do not so that the Lord can be glorified in my life? 

Out of the many suggestions which were offered, one seemed 
strange at first, but as later that evening I kept thinking about it, the 
more correct it seemed - PRAY TO THE LORD FOR A JOB. 


BREAKING THE OLD MOULD 


When it was first suggested, it sounded crazy, these people in this 
church just did not understand my problem. They did not owe any 
money, they had a house to live in, they had a job to go to. I did not 
want any theoretical mumbo jumbo, I wanted a real suggestion, to 
my real problem. 

But as I went home, a strange desire came over me to go and get 
my bible and open it and read it. There was a certain earnestness in 
this desire, a gentle forcing, but the decision to accept or reject was 
left up to me. Read Psalm 55, the thought kept coming to me, read 
Psalm 55. 

At this time in my spiritual life I did not know anything about the 
Holy Spirit, Now Jesus promised He would be our Spiritual guide, and 
how He would direct our paths, if we were attuned to hear His voice. 

Out of curiosity more than anything else, I turned to the book of 
Psalms and began to read Psalm 55. I had read the bible many times in 
my childhood and I had found it to be a very lifeless book, very 
difficult to understand, with too many names of people who had 
lived too long ago. But as I started to read this Psalm, the words seemed 
to start to become alive. I was not reading about a story 3000 years 
ago, no, here was a story about my own personal situation, right here 
and now. “Give ear to my prayer, O God, and hide not thyself from 
my supplications. Attend unto me, and hear me I mourn in my 
complaint, and make a noise. Because of the voice of the enemy, 
because of the oppression of the wicked for they cast iniquity 
upon me, and in wrath they hate me. My heart is sore pained 
within me and the terrors’ of death are fallen upon me. 
Fearfulness and trembling are come upon me, and horror hath 
overwhelmed me. And I said, Oh that I had wings like a dovei for 
then I would fly away, and be at rest. Lo then would I wander far 
off, and remain in the wilderness, Selah.” 
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Here it all was, I had been troubled and faced trials, just like 
in the Psalm, I had been reading, and it was true, all I wanted to do 
was fly away, flee from the past, go to a new environment, start anew 
life and be at peace and at rest in my soul. So I continued to read, to 
see what else this Psalm would say about my situation. Verse 16 says:- 
“As for me, I will call upon GOD, and the Lord shall save me.” 

Almost immediately I remembered that I had prayed at the 
creditor’s meeting for them to agree to the second option, AND THEY 
HAD AGREED !!! 

Here was the promise, which I had already experienced in my 
young life as a Christian, of crying out to the Lord in prayer, and 
receiving a prompt answer. God _ was actually honouring His word, in 
this day and age, right here in my own personal life. And then the 
revelation came - God is alive, God is real, God cares for all those 
who put their trust in Him. 

This was confirmed in verse 22 which says:- “Cast thy burden 
upon the Lord, and He shall sustain thee He shall never suffer 
the righteous to be moved.” 

I looked at this Scripture for several seconds, as the words seemed 
to explode within my _ brain. Give God your problems !!! He will 
sustain (support, feed, clothe you). He’ shall never allow the 
righteous to be troubled, or moved away from God’s promises by 
the evil one. And even though it seemed against all the technical 
knowledge I had received in the past 20 years, I believed that it was 
possible. God Almighty could do it. If He says it in His Word, then He 
will bring it to pass, (for all those who put their trust, their complete 
daily lives into God’s hands). 

I believe God, through the Holy Spirit, was saying to me. “Yes, 
the Word of God is true. If you put your burdens at the feet of Jesus 
Christ, and agree to follow in the path He has now chosen for you, then 
He will provide for your needs”. 

So after the revelation, there was no doubt in my mind at all. If 
I prayed to God, explaining my financial situation, and the need 
for a job I felt sure in my heart that God Himself would provide one. The 
prayer was not long, using many dignified words, but just like a small 
child talking to his father. 

During the next 2 or 3 weeks, several job offers became 
available and I rejoiced (in my limited spiritual knowledge) at the 
quick answer to my prayers and the fact that I could choose between 
the jobs available. 

At the next weekly meeting I got up to give a testimony about 
how I had consulted the congregation, been given the advice to pray 
for God to give me a job and how I now had my prayers answered by so 
many job offers. 

Instead of the people rejoicing with me at God’s answered 
prayers, I was told thatI had prayed the WRONG WAY. 
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I_ was informed by the pastor that if I had prayed the right way for 
God to give me a job, then there should be only ONE JOB, not 
many jobs. Satan had stepped in, to provide an image of the truth, 
but not the real truth, in an attempt to cause confusion, and to steer 
me away from the path God had chosen for me, a path at that time, I 
had no idea was to emerge. 

I was advised to go home and pray for all the jobs to disappear, all 
that is EXCEPT THE JOB THE LORD GOD HAD CHOSEN FOR ME. 

I went out of that meeting again convinced that the people there 
were crazy - they did not really understand my problem. I needed a 
job, I had several job offers, surely the obvious solution was to be 
interviewed, and if I was selected by more than one company, I 
would take the one that had the highest salary. 

But during the night I could not sleep, that still small voice was 
whispering in my ear. “Cast your burdens upon the Lord and He 
shall sustain thee. He_ shall never suffer the righteous to be 
moved”, 

Again that same set of Scriptures out of Psalm 55:22 came into my 
brain, but this time with a problem for me to solve. If you lay your 
burdens upon the Lord, then please allow Him to sort them out, do not 
interfere. 

You prayed for God to give you a job? Well God has given you a 
job, but it is veiled by the other FALSE JOBS offered by satan as a 
screen. So I_ prayed that God would make the picture clearer by 
removing all the jobs that satan had put in’ front of me, to cause 
confusion. (I did not know that God had given the power of the Holy 
Spirit to his children, and that by using the authority and name of 
Jesus Christ, I could have done this myself). 

But God is patient, and He works within the faith level of each 
believer, His work to perform. (small faith - small works, bigger faith - 
greater or more abundant works). 

To my surprise over the next 3 weeks, the jobs dried up for some 
reason or another. Either the salary was no good, there was a 
requirement to work on the evenings or on Sundays, which would 
prevent me from attending bible study or church, so the job was not 
acceptable. And finally, there was only one job left, but this caused 
me some sort of discomfort. 

I had been trained in the electronics industry until I had reached 
the executive management level, so it was no surprise for me that 
God was going to use my electronic qualifications to “provide for my 
needs”. The surprise was that the job was not as an engineer, nor as a 
senior technical officer, nor as technician, but as a_ technician’s 
assistant, the person who carries the tool bag, the one who goes and 
does the messages, the one who makes the tea for the other staff, 
all the menial tasks. 

God was going to test my faith in Him to the limits and also test 
me about my pride. The job was about 250 miles from home, so I 
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borrowed some money from my mother, purchased an old second hand 
car and caravan and headed for Mooree in the Western Districts of 
NSW - which looked like the desert, compared with the lush green 
slopes of the tropical coastal plains where I was raised. 

But I believed even though the salary for this job was very low, 
(approx. $7,000 per annum, compared to my _ previous’ executive 
salary of $17,000 per annum, that God had chosen this job for me, to 
commence to teach me to become a servant, to commence to teach 
me to be humble, to commence to teach me that pride comes from 
the devil and has no rightful place in the life of a believing practising 
Christians - in essence, to teach me to put my life completely in His 
hands. 

I presented myself to the officer in charge, together with my 
impressive list of qualifications and a background of 20 years 
experience in the telecommunications industry. 

At the completion of the interview, his answer took me completely 
by surprise. He explained that he could not give me the job, 
because I was over-qualified for it. If he gave the job to me, then 
there would be problems with the unions and he did not want that. 

But in seeing the disappointment, which was probably written all 
our my face, he went on to assure me that He did definitely want 
somebody with my qualifications to work at that station. Could I stay 
in town for a couple of days whilst he checked with head office, to see if 
something could be worked out. I did not have anywhere else to go, so I 
agreed. 

The next day he advised me _ that head office had agreed to 
CREATE a new job, especially for me, as a SPECIAL TECHNICAL 
OFFICER, on a salary of $10,000 per annum. Now I started to see the 
wonderful power and wisdom of the Lord. 

The Scriptures tell us to step out in faith, and God has promised to 
HONOUR OUR FAITH in HIM. I had believed that God had chosen a job 
for mein Mooree and I had stepped out in faith, by travelling the 250 
miles to this mid-western town for the interview. In honouring my 
faith, the Lord created a special job, which the “world” did not 
previously know about, with an added blessing of a higher salary. 
HALLELUJAH TO HIS GLORIOUS NAME !!! 

That night I was overjoyed in the knowledge that my Lord was real 
and He was prepared to look after all those people who put their trust in 
Him, even down to the tiniest details. 

In Coffs Harbour I had been attending the “Calvary Life 
Assemblies” church, so I looked up the phone book, to the yellow 
pages, to see if I could find a suitable church in Mooree in which to 
fellowship and came across the name “Calvary Chapel”. On calling the 
listed number and asking for the pastor I was advised that he was out 
at work, but would be home around 4 p.m. This was a good sign I 
thought, the pastor must be out visiting his sheep, doing pastoral work, 
my hopes lifted as I started to imagine the type of church it must be. I 
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left my address where I would be staying at the caravan park and was 
told that the pastor would come and see me later that day. 

At about 5 p.m. a knock came on the caravan door and in walked 
Pastor Sam, dressed in his carpenter’s clothes. His wife had been 
telling the truth when she said that he was out working, because Pastor 
Sam was a building contractor, it was my imagination which gave the 
wrong interpretation of what he was doing. After we talked for a while, 
he invited me home to the church for the evening meal. 

On arriving at the “church” I found a very strange building and 
beside it a small caravan, in which Sam and his wife were living. During 
the evening meal the story of pastor Sam’s_ background started to 
come out and I started to understand how great and wonderful the 
Lord is. 

Pastor Sam, his two brothers and his father had been’ wealthy 
people in Hungary before the 1956 Communist revolution. They had 
been severely beaten and tortured for preaching and confessing Jesus 
Christ in that land, at that time and pastor Sam had 2 fingers cut-off 
by the Communist secret police, trying to get him to curse the name 
of His Lord, Jesus Christ, but no, he would not do it. 

Somehow, "he did not explain how” they were able to escape out of 
Hungary and emigrate to Australia, where his father and the 
three sons got work, as_ builder’s labourers in the Sydney 
construction business and commenced to learn English. They attended 
Greenacre Charismatic Church and became quite active members there. 

Now some 20 years later, here he was, a building contractor, 
in his own right, building rows of houses on a government contract 
for the NSW Housing Commission. 

Yes, as I heard his testimony, I was sure that this was the 
church where the Lord wanted me to fellowship. But it was nota 
church at all. It was an old disused milk storage building. Brother Sam 
explained how they come to purchase the land something like this. 

He had been directed by the Lord to leave the Church in Sydney 
and go to Mooree to start a church there. This was confirmed by the 
elders of the church, so they laid hands on him and sent him forth with 
the Holy Spirits’ blessing and guidance. 

Almost as soon as he reached Mooree a government tender was 
issued for the construction of a small number of houses for needy 
families. He completed a tender, prayed to the Lord for His blessings 
and submitted it for evaluation. 

Unlike normal government decisions, the tender was completed in 
about six weeks and brother Sam was the successful contractor. 

During this time, brother Sam had been driving around the town, 
praying for the Lord to tell him where he should build the Church. Each 
time he passed this double block, with the milk storage building on it, 
his spirit quickened. 

On making enquiries as to who owned the land, he was told that it 
was a waste of his time to go and see the owner. Many big businesses 
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had gone and tried to buy it, to put up petrol stations and other types of 
businesses, but each time the owner found out what the 
prospective buyer wanted to use the land for, he always refused to 
sell. 

Brother Sam was sure that the land was the correct piece, so his 
wife and himself and a four other Christians that he had come in 
contract with in the town, prayed and fasted for 7 days and then he went 
to see the owner. 

Brother Sam introduced himself to the owner and explained that 
he was building some houses in the town for the government, but 
he had come to enquire about this special piece of land, which he 
believed was up for sale. 

The old man wanted immediately to know what type of building he 
was planning to construct on the land. Was it to be a block of flats or 
home units, petrol station or what? 

Brother Sam quietly explained that although he was a_ builder by 
trade, he believed that God had called him to Mooree to start a church 
and that the piece of land that this old man owned was the very place 
where Jesus Christ wanted the church to be constructed. 

At this explanation the old man started to weep, tears fell down 
his cheeks without stopping for many minutes. Brother Sam_ was 
taken by surprise and assumed that he had offended him in some way, 
so he tried to apologise. 

The old man explained that he was a “born again” Christian and 
had been for many years. He explained that about 15 years before, 
he had received a vision whilst he was still operating the milk storage 
business. In that vision he had seen’ the milk storage building 
commence to change shape, the roof to get higher, the side walls 
to have windows put into them and for it to be transformed into a 
church. 

All this time he had been waiting for somebody to come along and 
ask to purchase the land and make the building into a church. That 
was why he refused to sell to anybody else. 

He believed God had already purchased the land for his needs and 
he would not go against the Lord’s will. So a price was agreed and 
the land became “Holy Ground” on which brother Sam could commence 
to do his work of building the new church. 

Up until this point, he had planned to completely demolish the 
building and start again, but after hearing the vision testimony 
from the old man, brother Sam started to re-evaluate the existing 
building, to see what could be done with it. 

The Scripture in many areas shows us that the wisdom of the Lord 
far exceeds the wisdom of man, it was true in this case also. 

In Mooree the temperature in summer can sometimes reach 45 
Deg. so the milk storage building had been’ especially constructed to 
keep the temperature inside cool, so that the milk would not go sour. 
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By maintaining the same design and construction techniques, 
brother Sam found out that even in this place of high temperatures, no 
air conditioning would be required, thus a substantial cost saving on 
any other building plans he had considered. 

When I arrived in Mooree this was the stage of the proceedings. 
Brother Sam asked me if I would be prepared to help him build the 
church and start organising meetings for the local Christians. 

After hearing this testimony and also relating my own, about the 
specially created job that had been made available for me, we both 
agreed that the Lord Himself was definitely planning for us to work 
together, to build His church and His kingdom here on earth. 

So a regular routine began, brother Sam would go off to work, 
leaving behind a list of items needed for the church construction, 
which his wife would arrange during the day. I would go off to work also 
and we would all arrive back at the church at 4.30 p.m. every day to 
commence work on the church building. 

While it was light enough to see, we worked on the _ outside, 
raising the roof by 2% Metres and making holes for the church windows. 
When it~ got dark we all moved inside to work on the _ electrical 
installations, painting walls and ceiling and assembling 150 chairs 
which had been purchased from an old picture theatre which was no 
longer in use. 

All this time, 6 days per week, brother Sam was giving me 
intense bible teaching, never turning to the Scriptures for reference, 
but explaining whole passages of Scripture from memory. And so I 
started to grow spiritually, grounded on the’ hard foundations of the 
Word of God. 

One of the most important things he taught me, was never to 
take anything a pastor says for granted, unless it can be backed up 
by the clear Word of God from the Scriptures. 

After about 6 months, the building was completed, the 10 voice 
choir had been formed, the old donated organ had been stripped down 
and re-varnished and everything was ready for the official dedication 
service. 

The whole town seemed to come to the church that day for the 
dedication service, but not the old man who had the vision about the 
milk storage building being changed into a church, because the Lord 
had called him home only a few weeks before. I am sure though that 
he was keeping an eye on proceedings from up in Heaven somewhere. 

The Scripture in Revelations says that the Lord assigns an angel 
to watch over each of His churches here on earth. 

I would like to think that the old man is the angel watching over 
the church in Mooree, today. 

From this point onwards, the normal routines of a new’ growing 
church commenced, starting bible studies, outreach groups and music 
ministry, with a church congregation of approximately 25-30 people. 
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About 2 weeks after the church dedication service, a group of us 
travelling in 3 cars went to Tamworth (approximately 150 Kms away) 
to attend a Holy Spirit Seminar. 

Even though I had been receiving detailed bible teaching from 
brother Sam each day, for several hours, I felt I still did not 
really understand enough about the role of the Holy Spirit in the 
individual life of a Christian today. 

The seminar room was packed with about 300-400 people and we 
commenced with praise and worship songs unto the Lord. 

This was followed by some good foundation teaching about the 
Holy Spirit, each statement backed up by several bible references to 
confirm the authenticity and accuracy of the teachings. 

The two teachers were an interesting combination. Pastor Frank 
Houston recently the Moderator of all the Assembles of God churches in 
New Zealand, who left that position because God told him to come to 
Australia and start a work among the drug addicts and prostitutes of 
Kings Cross and the second man was a Catholic priest, whom the Lord 
had filled with the Holy Spirit and given him the gifts of healing. 

All morning my spirit was alive and rejoicing as the Word seemed to 
be opened to me in a new way and my _ understanding of God’s 
purpose for the Holy Spirit began to become clearer. Then the 
announcement for a lunch break, to be followed by a_ healing 
session, followed by more teaching. 

After lunch we re-entered the convention hall and commenced to 
praise and worship the Lord as in the morning. 

At the completion of this Pastor Frank pointed to a man in the 
audience, told him he had an ulcer, and if he come out to the front of 
the meeting Jesus Christ would heal him. 

The man came out, was prayed for, raised his hands above his 
head and commenced to praise God for his healing. 

This went on for several minutes as one by one people’ were 
identified in the meeting, diagnosed of specific illnesses, prayed for and 
were healed. 

My understanding could not handle this at all. Suddenly I felt 
very depressed, all the wonderful teaching of the morning was being 
swept away by what appeared to me to bea staged performance, “I 
was totally unhappy", but did not say anything, only thought it in 
my mind, this was a completely framed “showing.” 

In the middle of speaking out to somebody at the front of the 
meeting, Pastor Frank Houston stopped speaking and commenced to 
look all around the room. He called for the person wearing a green 
jumper, in the back row of the hall to come down to the front. 

Everybody looked towards the back of the room, to find the 
person wearing the green jumper, there was only one --- me! I was 
quickly told to go forward to “receive” something from the pastor. 
To “receive” what I did not really understand, but forward I went. 
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Then in front of the whole congregation, he commenced to ask me 
some questions. 

He said “your name is Jeff Camm isn’t it ?" "Yes" - I answered. 
"Before today we have never met - is that correct?" "Yes" I answered. 

"You have only recently moved to the location, where you have 
been building a new church for the Lord?" "Yes" I answered. 

"You have not told anybody much about your past, before you 
became a Christian have you?" "Correct" I answered. 

Then he started to reveal to the congregation the following 
information, things which I had not told to anybody in Mooree: - 

He said :- "In June 1969, you were in a serious car accident and 
you had your neck broken, and itis now giving you pain isn’t it?” 

Here was a man, a complete stranger, telling the people things 
about my life that nobody around there could have known. The hairs 
on the back of my neck started to feel funny and a tingling sensation 
started to be all over my body. 

How could this man know these things? How could he know that 
my spine was aching due to the travel over the rough roads to reach the 
seminar? How could he know?? 

He then went on to say this :- “Now do you believe that this is 
real and the Holy Ghost can heal you, seeing as how the Holy Ghost 
has told me things of your past that nobody else in this room would 
have known? Now do you believe that this is real? Now do you 
believe?" I answered yes and asked for him to pray for my 
immediate healing. 

As soon as he laid his hands on my shoulders, a warm feeling came 
over all my body and the pain in my neck disappeared completely. (It 
has not returned these last 10 years) He went on to tell me that I. had 
not completely surrendered myself to the Lord, but if I did, great 
things would start to happen in my life. 

He also said that the next time we meet together, there will be a 
great outpouring of the Holy Spirit. 

So I went back to my seat, completely healed, but _ still 
wondering about this mighty new power that I had seen manifested in 
aman, that could even enable a person to look back into the past and 
convince you that the Holy Ghost is alive and real and a very 
powerful force in the world today, in the lives of believers. 

As the three cars travelled back to Mooree that night, each 
singing praise songs to our precious Saviour and rejoicing at the 
wonderful things we had seen and heard about the Holy Spirit, they 
asked me what the pastor had said to me when he had switched off the 
microphone, so that not all the congregation could hear his words. 

And so it was that I told them what the pastor had said, about my 
not complete surrender of my life to Him and that great things would 
start to happen if I gave my life completely to Him. 
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During the remainder of the journey they prayed that the Lord 
would open up my heart, to allow me to surrender my life 
completely to Him, so He may be magnified and glorified in my life. 

We arrived back at the church too excited to go home, so we all 
decided to have a praise and worship service in the church around 
the organ. 

We _ began to sing praise and worship songs as we all stood around 
in a circle, sometimes holding hands, other times raising our 
hands, towards Heaven in worship to the Lord. 

When some of the members started to speak in other tongues, 
although it sounded strange, I did not feel that it was out of place, or 
in anyway incorrect in the presence of the Lord, to worship this 
way, because the Scriptures say it is a sign of those who _ believe. 
(Mark 16:16-17) 

The volume of the singing and tongues increased and as we held 
hands a powerful force engulfed my being and I fell to the floor and 
lay there for several minutes. 

I was engulfed in a powerful love, much greater than any form of 
love I have even known before, and as I lay there all I wanted to do 
was sing out praises to the Lord for this wonderful experience. 

In this wonderful way, I received the singing gift of tongues and the 
Holy Ghost came to dwell in my heart forever. 

All during that first night I would wake up with these new 
melodies flowing in my head and a great desire to sing out praises to 
the Lord to glorify His name. 

In this way I had indeed come “face to face with God” in the 
form of the Holy Spirit, the third part of the Trinity. 

From that day onwards, a new surge of power entered my life. I 
felt that each day I must continue to learn more about the Word of 
God and how to put it into practice in my life. 

A least one weekend a month I would travel back to Coffs 
Harbour, to see my family and to visit my “home” church where I 
got saved. 

Usually during this three hour drive, I would put a Christian chorus 
tape on in the car and sings along with the tape to pass away the time. 

During one of these trips I started to whistle a tune and had been 
doing so for several minutes before I realised that, this was a new 
tune, that I had never heard before. 

Then words started to come into my mind and a gently urging was 
telling me to put the words to the tune I had been just whistling. 

So the experiment began, and to my surprise, the words fitted 
the music perfectly, the Holy Spirit had given me the words and music 
for a new praise song. 

When this realisation came to me I wanted to stop and write it all 
down, whilst the music and the words were still fresh in my mind, 
but alas no pencil, pen or paper. 
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So as not to forget the words, I continued to sing the chorus for 
about the next hour until I reached Coffs Harbour. 

I went straight to Pastor Mall’s House and told sister Helen that the 
Lord had given me the words for a new song. We moved into the 
lounge room to the organ and she said she would try to find a tune to 
go with the words. But I told her, you do not understand, the Lord 
has given me both the music and the words. 

So I sang the song for her and very soon she could play the tune 
and we taught it to the congregation the following Sunday. 


NOW IS THE TIME Jeffry David Camm 
(Holy Spirit 1976) 
Now is the time, now is the time, 
To worship the father, in spirit and in truth. 
Now is the time, now is the time, 
To worship the father in Spirit and in truth. 


Oh pledge your hearts, Oh pledge your hearts 
and worship the father, in spirit and in truth. 
Oh pledge your hearts, Oh pledge your hearts 
and worship the father, in spirit and in truth. 


Lift up your hands, lift up your hands 
and worship the father in Spirit and in truth. 
Lift up your hands, lift up your hands 
and worship the father in Spirit and in truth. 


From that time onwards I always travel with sufficient paper 
and pencil, just in case the Lord wishes to give me additional songs, 
and He has over the following years, till now there are about 40 
Christian songs, the Lord has given for me to write down, so I can 
praise and worship His glorious name. 

I do not claim authorship of them because I know the Lord is the 
divine author and so I give all the glory back to Him. 

For those people who know the tune to the hymn (There were 9 
and nine that safety lay in the shelter of the fold) here is a song the 
Lord gave me about that also. 

In the hymn above, Jesus leaves the 99 safety locked up in the 
shepherd’s loft while he goes off in search of the lost sheep - me (the 
unsaved at that time). 


MY TESTIMONY Jeffry David Camm 
(Holy Spirit 1977) 
Verse 1 
I was greatly troubled and so alone, and great was my despair. 
I felt I was down ina bottomless pit and the world just left me 
there. 
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But my chains fell off as He raised me up. 
He said not to worry for the sins I had done. 
I died on the cross for you my son. 


Verse 2 
Tis the cleaning blood of Calvary that washes our sins away, 
And helps to lead me ever on, toa bright and glorious day. 
A day for Jesus, Joy and Power, 
I could sing His praises for hours and hours. 
I could sing His praises for hours and hour. 


Verse 3 
So if at anytime you want it to be, the same for you, as it is now 
for me, 
Open your heart and let Him in, try doing it today, 
Open your heart and let Him in, He won’t forget you 
He'll save you from sin. He won't forget you, 
He'll save you from sin. 


Verse 4 

Tis the cleaning blood of Calvary that washes our sins away, 
And helps to lead me ever on, toa bright and glorious day. 
A day for Jesus, Joy and Power, 

I could sing His praises for hours and hours. 

I could sing His praises for hours and hour. 


But now the foundation work at the church (and in me) was 
completed, so without any warning (but clearly part of God's 
divine plan) I was transferred by Telecom Australia to their Sydney 
Head Office into the design department. 

The reshaping of my life must now begin with new hands being on 
the potter’s wheel. 


RE-SHAPING BEGINS 


At 34 years of age, having been married for 13 years and now 
separated, a new life style had to emerge. Now that I was in Sydney, it 
was possible to go to visit my children who I had not seen now 
for over a year. 

Elaine gave permission for me to see them on Saturday, for 
them to sleep with me in the caravan overnight, then to take them to 
Sunday school and church next day, and bring them home 
Sunday evening . Everything seemed to be working out fine. 


44 


On the Potter's Wheel 


But when everything seems to be working out fine, along comes Satan 
and tries to break it all up again. 

Elaine officially notified me that I could not take the children to a 
Pentecostal church, because in her words, they were of the devil, so it 
had to go to court, as a case of custody, care and control. 

I decided that what I was doing was right, that God would give me 
the words to say as_ is written in the Scriptures. 
Prior to the case I prepared an affidavit and presented it to the court 
for recording. When the court day came, Elaine was accompanied by a 
solicitor, I was accompanied by the Holy Spirit. 

As soon as the’ court was convened, the solicitor representing 
Elaine jumped up and started speaking, only to be told by 
the judge that I had lodged an affidavit with the court and that it must 
be read first, so he had to sit down again. 

Next I was asked by the judge to take the witness stand to give 
evidence, or answer questions about the affidavit. 

The clerk of the court handed me a bible and asked me to swear an 
oath on it. I turned to the judge and asked him if I could have a legal 
clarification on this before I did so? He agreed and enquired what my 
questions were? 

I asked the judge did he truly recognise the authority of the 
bible in his court of law? He answered that he did and that was why 
he was asking me to place my hands on it to swear an oath that I 
would only tell the truth to the court. 

I explained that the bible itself strictly forbids such an action and 
turned my own bible to Matthew 5:33 and quoted the Scriptures to 
the judge:- 33 “Again you have heard that it was said to men 
of old, you shall not swear 
falsely, but you shall perform your oaths to the Lord - as a 
religious duty. But I tell you, Do not bind yourself by an oath at all 
even by Heaven for it is the throne of God. Or by the earth, for it 
is the footstool of His feet, or by Jerusalem, for it is the 
city of the great King”. And do not swear by your head, for you 
are not able to make a single hair white on black. Let your Yes be 
simply Yes, and your No be simply No. Anything more than that 
comes from the evil one”. 

Upon my completion of the reading the judge asked for the bible 
from the clerk of the court, read the corresponding passages and 
looked straight at me. Do you believe these Scriptures he asked me? 

I said. "They are the words of Jesus Christ Himself, so as a 
Christian I must obey them, not disobey them, by taking any oath." 

He said, because of your belief then in the Word of God, you do not 
have to swear an oath on the bible. By now, the judge's whole attitude 
had commenced to change. 

I explained that Elaine and I had two adopted children and joint 
custody of them. Elaine and I had separated approximately 3 years 
before this and I was allowed to see the children at 
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weekends, where I took them to the Calvary Life 
Assembles Church in Campbelltown each Sunday, because in acc 
ordance with the Scriptures of Ephesians Chapter 6, as their fathe 
r I had a responsibility to raise up my children in the knowledge 
of the Lord. 

At this statement the solicitor again jumped up and said that this 
church was of the devil. They spoke in strange languages and it was 
not right for the children to go there. 

The judge looked at the solicitor and quietly asked him. "Have you 
been to a service in this church? Have you seen the devil there?" 
To which the solicitor had to answer No to both questions and quietly 
sit down. 

I told the judge that the Scriptures even told that this was to 
happen. The Lord was placing in my mouth the appropriate Scriptures 
to witness to the whole courtroom. 

I told the judge that Jesus Himself said that this would happen and 
quoted from Mark 16:15-17. “And He (Jesus Christ) said to them, 
go into all the world and_- preach”~ and __ publish 
openly the good news (the Gospel) to every creature (of the 
whole human race). He who believes (that is) who adheres to 
and trusts in and relies on the Gospel and Him whom 
it sets forth - and is baptised will be saved (from the penalty of 
eternal death) - but he who does not believe - who does not trust 
in and rely on the Gospel and Him Whom it sets forth - will be 
condemned. 

And these attesting signs will accompany those who believe in 
My name (the name of Jesus Christ) they will drive out demons, 
they will speak in new languages. 
They will pick up serpents and (even) if they drink anything 
deadly, it will not hurt them, they will lay hands on the sick, 
and they will get well”. 

So I explained to the judge, that Jesus Himself said that this would 
be a sign of those people who believed on His name. How could it 
possibly come from the devil and how could it possibly be wrong for my 
children to be witness to such events. 

The judge called in an arbitrator to discuss this matter and then 
gave his decision. In his opinion it was not wrong for me to take the 
children to any church that I chose to take them to, but the religions 
beliefs of my wife must also be taken into account. 

He then instructed my wife to take the children to church EVERY 
Sunday until they reached the age of 12 years, at which time they would 
be free to make their own choice as to which church the wanted _ to 
attend. This instruction, in fact forced my wife to attend church each 
Sunday for the next 8 years. 

For the next four years I continued to pray for the Lord to move in 
our lives so that Elaine could be saved and we could again become a 
whole Christian family again, but that was not the plan God had for me. 
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To be a true Christian, totally dedicated to the Lord’s work, I 
could not be unequally yoked with an unbelieving, non-practising wife. 

The original mould created by satan, some 13 years before must 
be smashed and completely broken. Only then after family and friends 
are put aside, can one take up the cross and 
commence to follow the Lord completely, wherever he wishes to lead 
you. So I filed for divorce and it was granted. 

Elaine was given “care and control” of the children, but the court still 
gave us “Joint custody” of them, hence allowing me permanent access 
to the children until each turned 18 years of age. I was now free to wait 
on the Lord and do whatever He asked to please Him. 

In the church I was attending in Campbelltown, they had just 
completed a new building, so like in Mooree, there was plenty of physical 
work to do, as well as time set aside for fellowship, bible study, praise 
and worship. 

As I had indicated earlier, Telecom Australia had transferred me to 
their head office in Pitt Street, a building completely housing government 
staff. 

It did not take very long for the people in my section to find out 
that I was a Christian, because I always arrived at work on time, worked 
hard all day, because as far as I was concerned, I was working _ to glorify 
God, not man. 

But they resented it - it was showing them up as being lazy, so the 
persecution started. It was done in all sorts of very subtle ways, with 
references to what Christians do in church, telling dirty jokes in my 
presence, to see my reaction, etc. 

Up till this part in my life, I had always had a very violent 
temper and normally (before being saved) 
would have lashed out and probably left my antagonises with a 
black eye, or a broken nose. But somehow the Lord gave me the wisdom 
and strength to keep my mouth shut, my arms to my sides and to 
continue working, as if I did not hear them, all in perfect peace. Very 
soon they gave up and left me alone. 

There was one other Christian working in the same floor as I was, 
but in a different section and during lunchtime we used to read the 
Scriptures together and study the Word. 

I came from a Methodist/Pentecostal background and he from a 
purely denominational background, but praise God, we both had a copy 
of the same bible. 

We would look up the Scriptures together and pray for the Lord to 
reveal to each of us, the true divine meaning of His Holy Word by the 
revelation power of His Holy Spirit. 

I would say “my pastor says this”. He would say, “No ! my pastor 
says something else.” 

However, to overcome this we agreed to a compromise. If we could 
not prove what either pastor said from the Word, than we would not 
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believe either, but would accept the direct revelation and interpretation 
from the Holy Spirit - Himself ! 

The bible study group started with just the two of us, meeting at 
lunchtime, when it was convenient for us, but we prayed for all of the 
staff we worked with. 

Very soon some of the other staff, without any invitation from 
either of us, came and asked what we were doing and could they join 
also. 

The Holy Spirit was starting to move amongst these people in a 
mighty way, preparing their hearts (as well as ours) to receive the 
revelations from His Word. 

Very soon over 20 people would meet together during lunchtime, 
from many different religious backgrounds, to study the Word of God 
together. 


And we adopted a motto:- 
“Don't believe what I say, or your pastor says, only believe 
what the bible says and put it into _practise in your lives”. 


Many of them had been going to church irregularly for years, but had 
never heard a_ salvation message and were led to the Lord, in the 
Telecom Office, during a lunchtime bible study. Many had heard that the 
Holy Spirit was only for the first generation churches, but not for today. 
After showing these people the Scriptures, they readily believed and 
were filled with the Holy Spirit and commenced speaking in tongues. 

The results in the office was amazing. People came into work on 
time, happy and rejoicing in the Lord, productivity increased and the 
management was very happy, even allowing us 
to use one of the larger meeting rooms to hold the bible study classes, 
as the numbers increased to over 40 people each day. 

At one of these bible study meetings, the young man who 
helped to jointly commence, the bible study 
group, some 7 months before, gave me a piece of paper and mumbled 
something about a job for me. 

As was the case then, (and sometimes still is today) I was busy 
explaining some Scripture to someone in 
the group, so I just said “thanks, I'll read it 
later”, and put it in my _ pocket, completely forgetting about it. 

Later that afternoon, the Holy Spirit brought to my remembrance 
the piece of paper given to me in the bible study, so I carefully 
unfolded it, read its contents and then burst out laughing. He had said 
this was a job for me.!!! 

All Australians love to play practical jokes on one another and I 
really appreciated this one. 
Here was a job for a communications engineer, requiring university 
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qualifications, lots of experience and it was in Saudi Arabia, some 7,000 
miles away. 

I quickly dialled his number and told him I really appreciated the 
joke, but had no intentions to travel outside of Australia. Furthermore I 
did not have the qualifications anyway - so that was that. But his answer 
left me speechless. 

He said “I believe Jesus Christ wants you to have that job, to 
glorify His name in that country”, and then he hung up. 

For the rest of the afternoon I could not concentrate on anything 
except what he had just said and then I started to consider his faith. 

He believed that Jesus Christ wanted me (not him) to 
have the job, so he had _ carefully cut the advertisement out of 
the paper and handed it to me. His job was done, the rest was up to me. 

So very carefully I re-read the advertisement again and each time I 
read it, I kept recognising the fact that the qualifications required were 
above my level. 

Going home in the train that night I decided to step out in faith. He 
had said that he believed that Jesus Christ wanted me to have the job. 
Is 45:2-3 came to my remembrance:- 

"I will go before you and level the mountains - to make the 
crooked place straight; I will break in 
pieces the door of bronze and cut asunder the bars of iron”. 

And I will give you the treasures of darkness and hidden 
riches of secret places, that you may know that it is I, the Lord, 
the God of Israel, who calls you by your name”. 

This Scripture was the confirmation I needed, so I wrote out my 
application posted it next day with prayer, and waited for the 
interview. 

Two months came and went and no reply, no interview, no nothing. 
I thought it must have been a mistake and decided to forget it. 
Almost as soon as I decided to forget it, the phone rang asking me to 
come for an interview at 12 noon the next day. 

I was told that I was to be interviewed by 2 people from Saudi 
Arabia, one of which had already arrived in Sydney and the other one 
would fly into town next morning. 

That night at our regular Wednesday night prayer and praise 
meeting we prayed for the Lord to be incontrol of the interview so 
that I would receive a favourable hearing. 

Next morning when we woke up, Sydney was covered in a “pea soup 
fog”, one of the worst fogs Sydney had experienced in the 20" 
Century. 

Airports were closed, ferries on Sydney Harbour were not running, 
trains were up to an hour late and cars were travelling along at about 10- 
15 Kms/hour. I did not get to work till about 9:30 AM and went to the 
interview at 12 as arranged. 
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Because of the fog, the person flying in from Singapore for the 
interview, had been diverted to Brisbane, some 800 Kms away, only 1 
interviewer was present. 

He carefully looked at my application and then enquired why I 
had applied for the job, especially as 
I did not possess the university qualifications requested in the 
advertisement. 

He further went on to explain that he had 75 other applicants to 
interview, all of which seemed to be more qualified than I was. 

I said that if he promised not to laugh, I would explain how I 
came to apply for the job in the first place. 

I said “I am a born again Christian and I believe Jesus Christ wants 
me to have this job, to glorify His name in Saudi Arabia”. 

I expected him to giggle or make some condescending remark, but 
was quite surprised and relieved by his answer. 

HALLELUJAH !!! Praise the Lord, I am a Christian also!! 

So now he carefully went over the application again, making several 
notes about my 7 years experience with Ericssons in Melbourne and the 
type of work I had been doing there in their research and development 
laboratories. 

He asked me the names of people I knew in Ericssons who could 
give me references and I gave him 2 names of people whom I have 
known for many years. 

To my surprise I found out that both the people I had 
named had been transferred to senior management positions in Saudi 
Arabia on the Contractor’s staff. 

A quick telex to them about my_= qualifications and 
experience and a suggestion that the Consultant 
wished to hire me to work in Saudi get a prompt response within 24 
hours. If you don’t hire him, we will. 

I don’t think the other 75 applicants ever got an interview. God 
had promised in His Word to move all barriers, make the crooked roads 
straight and clearly show that it was God Himself who was calling me to 
serve Him - as yet I did not know how or why, but I was sure now that it 
was part of His plan for my life. 


THE DESERT EXPERIENCE 


In 1979, after receiving a complete and clear bill of health from the 
same doctor who told me I would be dead in 5 years if I did not sell 
the shop, a brand new passport and an airline ticket, I boarded the 
flight from Sydney to Singapore to start a new chapter in my life, 
with Jesus Christ now definitely in charge of the mud on the potter’s 
wheel and with the power and wisdom to shape it as He chooses into the 
moulded shape, pre-ordained for me. 
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As there was no Saudi Arabian Embassy in Australia at that time I 
had to spend 1 week in Singapore whilst visa formalities were put in 
order, so the company booked me into the Equatorial Hotel. 

After delivering the passport to the embassy staff and being told to 
come back in 3 days to collect it, I went back to the hotel feeling very 
lonely - being alone in a strange land with no-one to’ contact for 
Christian fellowship. But God is faithful to His Word, as He says “He 
shall supply all your needs”. 

I went to my room and read the bible for about 1 Hour, then had 
a brief time of talking in tongues to the Lord got changed and went 
down to the swimming pool, completely at peace and no longer feeling 
any loneliness. 

After swimming around for about °’“ an hour, I came out of the pool 
and there laying on acouch was a lady of about 45 years of age 
wearing a white overblouse with a cross on it. 

Without thinking, I went’ straight over to her and asked her 
whether she was a Christian and told her I was a born again Christian 
also. 

For the unbeliever reading this book, you may think this was pure 
co-incidence, but the ways of the Lord are never co-incidences, they are 
perfect plans for His glory. 

"Yes", she replied, she was a Christian, in fact the wife of a 
businessman who holds Christian meetings in the convention hall of the 
hotel where I was staying. Because of this fact, the hotel management 
allowed her family to use the pool facilities free of charge. 

Her husband had gone to Hong Kong to preach during this week, 
but they held prayer times and cell group meetings in various houses 
throughout Singapore each day, would I like to come along today and 
share my testimony. To be in_ contact with fellow Christians was 
definitely what I wanted, so I agreed. 

I told them of my conversion and how I had received the Holy Spirit 
about the building of the church at Mooree and the starting of the 
bible studies in Sydney before receiving the advertisement to go _ to 
Saudi and the wonderful way the Lord had prepared the way for it to be 
achieved. 

They prayed for me_ for extra strength to receive wisdom to 
quickly understand the culture of the Arabic people and for God to 
give me an earnest desire to love them with the pure “agape love", 
referred to in the scriptures. 

They confessed that they did not know if there were any groups of 
Christians in Saudi but they prayed that if there were any, that God 
Himself would make a way for me to come in contact with them. 

I. arrived at Bahrain airport at 2 am in the morning and the 
temperature was about 35° C At that time there was no air- 
conditioning in the terminal building. It was in the middle of Ramadan, 
the Muslim time of fasting, and Muslims from all over the world were 
trying to get connection flights to Dammam and onwards to Riyadh. 
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The place was in total chaos, people pushing and shoving each 
other trying to get to the counter to get confirmation of flights and a 
boarding pass. 

I had a computer printout with my flight numbers and seat 
allocations already, but the officials just ignored this and told me I 
was not on the flight, so I asked to see the airport manager. 

Escorted into his office, I explained my case. I had been issued with 
a visa by the Saudi Arabian Embassy in Singapore, to go to Riyadh as a 
technical expert for the Saudi Government. I had a computer printout 
showing my confirmation on the two flights, but the local officers refused 
to acknowledge them, could he please help in anyway. 

He looked at my passport, visa, my tickets and the computer 
bookings, picked up the phone’ said something in Arabic and in 
came aman bearing 2 boarding cards for me. Praise the Lord He was 
still going before me and making the crooked ways straight. 

On arriving at Riyadh I was told to get a good nights sleep because 
early tomorrow morning I was to drive from Riyadh to Jeddah. I did not 
know at that time that Jeddah was nearly 1500 Kms away across the 
desert, but I soon found out next morning. There were to be three cars in 
the convoy and I was to drive one of them. 

I opened the door to get in, but the driving wheel was on the 
wrong side of the car. I am used to right hand drive, Saudi vehicles have 
left hand drive. To overcome this problem a driver was told to drive me 
to the outskirts of Riyadh, then I would be on my own, he would come 
back to the office by taxi. We were ll told to fill up with fuel every time 
the petrol tank got 1/2 empty and also keep with us an adequate supply 
of drinking water. 

We left the outskirts of Riyadh at about 4.30 am and the 
temperature was already climbing into the thirties © C. 

After about 250 Kms the car I was driving blew a tyre. By the 
time I stopped smoke was already pouring out of the tyre and tube 
because it was so hot. 

To change the tyre we had to use pieces of cloth wrapped around 
our hands to prevent the nuts and the rim from burning our fingers. 

Looking for something on which to clean our hands after replacing 
the tyre I found a piece of crumpled paper in the glove box. 

After rubbing the majority of the dirt off my hands I was about to 
throw the paper away when the Holy Spirit told me to stop. 

On slowly opening the paper I found some writing on it:- RIYADH 
INTERNATIONAL CHRISTIAN FELLOWSHIP and two telephone numbers. 

This was to show the greatness of God. Out here in the desert with 
not a house or tree visible in any direction, the Lord had placed in 
my hands the contacts to the Christian community in Saudi. The 
surprising thing was that this was the prayer of the Singaporean 
Christians and God had answered that prayer within 24 hours of my 
arrival in Saudi. 
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On arrival in Jeddah I made contact with the group and arranged 
to meet them upon my return to Riyadh some 3 weeks later. 

When I arrived back in Riyadh one of the first things I did was again 
contact the Riyadh International Christian Fellowships (RICF) to arrange 
a meeting. 

This was not an easy thing to do in 1971 because very few of the 
streets were named and no houses had house numbers. So after 
explaining that I was near some important landmark, which he also 
recognised he agreed to come to pick me up in about 20 minutes. By 
the way he said, what clothes are your wearing so I can recognise 
you. 

Twenty minutes later up to the curb pulled a green Cadillac, with a 
flag onthe front and people in uniform inside. One got out and started 
walking towards me dressed in a military uniform. My immediate 
reaction was that they were secret police and I had been trapped into 
revealing that I was a Christian in a Muslim Country, I had no way to 
escape. But he reached out his hand to shake mine and said:- Are you 
Jeff Camm? Well Hallelujah my name is General Gibson of the Saudi 
National Guard and I’m glad to have another Christian brother here in 
Riyadh to pray with us - hop in the car an lets go to the mess where 
we can talk and get to know each other better. 

He went on to explain that according to the law in Saudi Arabia at 
that time (July 1979) it was forbidden for Christians to meet in 
houses for prayer, to hold any form of church service or to preach the 
gospel. 

He also said that there about 40 people who, like Stephen, were 
not prepared to be silenced by the authority of the land, but must 
continue to meet and pray so the Lord could move mightily in that land, 
in accordance with their faith. 

Everyone of them knew that if they were caught they would be 
thrown into prison, whipped with a bamboo cane and then after 
approximately 3 months goal, be deported back to their native lands. 

Despite the possible consequences, they were prepared to suffer, if 
necessary for the Lord's Word to be spread among the nation’s people. 

Special precautions were made for each meeting, which was never in 
the same place more than twice every 2 months. 

People with cars would park them at least 2 blocks away from the 
house where the meeting was to take place and walk to the meeting 
house, so as not to attract attention to the individual house. People 
would come to the meeting commencing about 1’? to 2 hours before it 
was to take place, in 2’s and 3’s, so as not to attract attention to the 
place. 

Prayer and praise was from the heart but with controlled 
volume so as not to annoy’ the neighbours and have the police paying 
us a visit. 

We prayed everyday for 3-4 months that the Lord would move in 
some mighty way to change the Law in Saudi so that Christians could 
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freely worship the Lord without the fear of imprisonment. And the Lord 
answered our prayers in a very special way, using two pieces of history 
which can easily be verified by all non believers so they can understand 
that God Almighty is in control of all situations. 

In 1971 the Iranian’ terrorists took siege to the American 
Embassy in Tehran and the whole Christian world commenced to pray 
for the safety of the hostages. 

Very soon after that, on the 1° day of the new Muslim century 
1/1/1400, in a cleverly conceived plan, terrorists smuggled arms and 
ammunition into the great Mosques in Mecca. 

The special washing ceremony of the Kabah (believed by the 
Muslims to be the very house which Abraham had constructed for his 
concubine wife Hagar) was 

scheduled to take place on that day by King Khalid Bin Abdul Aziz. 

It was the intentions of the rebels to seize the king and hold him 
hostage and proclaim Saudi Arabia a Muslim state - just like exists in 
Iran. 

It was during the religious holiday period of Hajj, many of the 
military experts hired by the Saudi’s were on leave, either inside or 
outside the country and nobody was available to fly the troops into Mecca 
using the large troop carrying helicopters, none that is except 9 Christian 
pilots working for the Dept. of civil aviation for fire protection at the 
airport, in case a plane catches fire on take-off or on landing. 

These nine pilots were called to a briefing, the situation was 
explained to them and they were asked to volunteer to go and act as 
troop ferry pilots into Mecca. 

Now, if a CHRISTIAN goes to MECCA, you don’t come back alive, 
unless you declare that you have become a MUSLIM, so their safety 
was of paramount importance. 

One of the Pilot’s name was Harvey Mullins, a member of the prayer 
cell who had been meeting, and praying to have God change the Law. 

He told us later that the King had issued each of them with a royal 
decree allowing them to travel to and from Mecca to transport the 
troops in one direction and bring out the injured and the dying in the 
other direction. 

They flew the dept. of civil aviation fire fighting helicopters, which 
had no armament or protection and I was fortunate to see one of 
these helicopters afterwards with the bullet holes in it just behind where 
the pilot would be seated. God protected them, as not one of them were 
injured. 

At the same time, Radio Iran broadcast a message that the CIA had 
launched the attack on the Holy City of Mecca as direct reprisals for the 
Iranians seizing the hostages in the embassy in Tehran. 

This statement was quickly denied by the Saudi government, 
who issued a statement which went something like this:- "We, the 
government of Saudi Arabia wish to deny that the present problems which 
exist in Mecca have been instigated by, or assisted by the U.S. 
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Government. The U.S. Government follows a policy of freedom of religion 
and would not in any way allow its troops to participate in the 
desecration of any Holy Shrine, whether it be in Egypt, Israel, France or 
in Saudi Arabia. The U.S. Government even allows for the Muslim people 
to erect mosques in the United States for Muslim believers to pray, 
worship and follow their religion. The present situation in Mecca is now 
being brought under control by the help of U.S. volunteer personnel who 
are flying the relief helicopters in and out of Mecca with troops and 
wounded." 

On this very same day I had gone to the international telephone 
exchange where I was testing some new operator’s positions which 
had been installed by the contractor’s staff. At this time (about 10 am), 
nobody knew anything about what was going on in Mecca. All of a sudden 
in marched the Saudi security guards (which are posted around every 
telephone exchange in the land), went and said something to the 
manager of the operators. The manager made some announcement in 
Arabic - all the operators immediately stood up, handed their headsets to 
the manager, who locked them in a drawer and they all marched outside. 

We did not understand Arabic, but thought it a little strange that 
there were no operators connecting calls, but it was no concern of 
ours, so we kept working, but not for long. 

About 3 minutes later in came the guards again and they were 
angrily shouting at us in Arabic and prodding us with their rifles. We 
soon got the message that we were to stand over against the wall with 
our hands up. They were trying to find out who we were and what we 
were doing in the international exchange at this specific time. 

We could’ not understand them and they could not get any 
satisfactory answers from us so the beatings started, first the rifle 
buffs into the shins and then into the stomach. You don’t realise how big 
the barrel _of a gun _ is until you are looking down the wrong end of it. 

This type of treatment continued for about 5 minutes until a Saudi 
official came along who could speak English. 

He questioned us again, as to why we were on the premises and 
asked to see our ID Cards. When he saw that I was a telecom consultant, 
employed by the Ministry of Posts and Telegraphs to assist in their 
telephone expansion programme, his attitude changed. 

We were allowed to put our hands down and _ he explained to 
us that there was an internal civil disturbance in the Mecca valley 
and at this stage they did not know who was responsible for it - so 
every foreigner was a suspect. 

He told us that they were going to break the satellite 
communications link, so as to isolate Saudi from the rest of the 
world until after the disturbance was cleared up and to please come 
and help them do it. 

In a telephone exchange and transmission station, there are many 
monitoring points to check the quality and performance of the networks, 
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so when the link to the satellite was broken many lights started flashing 
and alarm bells started ringing. 

One other foreigner was in another room, quietly working away 
whilst all this drama was taking place, completely unaware of the 
situation, or of the security forces inside the building. 

He had just finished doing some testing of a modification to 
some equipment in his room when all the lights started flashing and 
the bells started ringing. 

He climbed down the ladder, opened the door into the corridor and 
all the guns turned towards him, because the troops did not know there 
was anyone else in the building. 

Allan’s hands went straight up in the air and he kept crying out;- “I 
did not do it, I did not do it.” The rest of us just burst out laughing, it 
looked so funny. 

We were able to identify him to the security guards and everything 
was then OK. By this time now we could hear sirens blaring all over 
Riyadh and tanks rolling down the streets. For our own safety we were 
escorted back to our living quarters and told to stay there for at least 24 
hours. 

Our apartments, like most in Riyadh was 2 - 3 floors high, with a 
flat roof where people can gather in the cool of the evenings. So from 
this vantage point we were able to watch the police cars and troop 
vehicles driving around in what appeared like total confusion. 

About 3 p.m. we heard a loud explosion which shook the whole 
neighbourhood and we saw a cloud of black smoke rising up from the 
direction of the airport. 

We thought somebody had bombed the airport and now, in our 
minds, things were starting to get serious. If they were bombing the 
airport, then how could we, the expatriates get out of the country. 

We were to learn next day that in fact the bomb exploded in the 
palace grounds, behind the airport, not near the airport at all. 

Ambassador West, was at that time a member of our secret prayer 
group, praying for the Lord to move ina mighty way to change the law 
and allow Christians to freely worship in Saudi. 

He requested a royal audience, on behalf of the U.S. Government 
and was received by Prince Naif, then the Ministry of Interior and Ministry 
of Information. 

After the appropriate cordial greetings Ambassador West thanked 
the Saudi Government for issuing the statement which cleared the 
United States of any 

involvement in the Mecca incident and he offered to be of any 
assistance if needed by the Saudi Royal family. This offer was 
received in the usual diplomatic jargon. 

But then Ambassador West went on by telling the Prince that the 
Saudi’s now had a problem. What was that, enquired the Prince? 

The ambassador explained that in the statement issued by the Saudi 
Government, it claimed that the USA was a country which practises 
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freedom of religion and the U.S. Government even allowed mosques to 
be built there for Muslims to conduct their worship. Saudi Arabia on 
the other hand, welcomed the_ technical knowledge of the 
expatriates, including the 9 Christian pilots who were risking their lives 
by ferrying the troops and wounded to and from Mecca, but the Saudi 
law forbids the Christians to practise their religion in Saudi. He went on to 
say that he believed this was also contrary to the teachings as laid 
down in the Muslim holy book - the Quran. 

The Prince thanked the ambassador for bringing these things to his 
attention and he promised to look into them. 

Three days later - on the 29" November 1979, a royal decree was 
issued by King Khalid, which allowed for Christians to freely meet to 
worship together and to conduct religious services. They were not allowed 
to build churches, but were permitted to use other buildings which 
were used for other purposes during the week. We were not allowed to 
evangelise on the streets, nor to witness to Saudi Arabian 
nationals, but Hallelujah we could have services without the fear of 
being put into prison. 

We looked over the decree very carefully. It said we were not 
allowed to evangelise to the Saudi nationals but there were about 3 
million Arabic speaking workers in Saudi from surrounding nations, 
who had come to Saudi to get work during the oil boom - the decree 
did not say that we were not allowed to witness to all of them, as 
well as all the other expatriates, approximately another 1 million 
people. Here was an opportunity to witness to 4 million people. 

That night we had a big celebration party and thanked the Lord for 
answering our prayers and doing it in such an unexpected way. It was 
definitely clear that the wisdom of the Lord is far greater than the 
wisdom of man. 

Next we had to find somebody with a hall, that they were willing to 
let us use, for a church service. Many companies said that it was against 
the law and would not give permission, even after being shown a copy 
of the royal decree translated into English, they were all afraid of 
angering the Saudis and they did not want this to affect their economic 
business. 

But Lockheed were not afraid, they welcomed the idea and made 
available an old aircraft hangar, which looked like a large water 
tank cut in half and laying on its side. They even agreed to supply 250 
chairs. 

During the next week, members of the prayer group were asked to 
invite at least 2 person to come to our first church meeting. We assumed 
that if all the prayer members came and each brought one _ other 
person we would have a congregation of approximately 80 people. 

On that first “Friday” church service over 250 people turned up. 
There were people occupying every available chair and many standing 
down the back. Pastor Antablin gave a wonderful sermon, firstly 
explaining the royal decree and then encouraging everyone present 
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to go and tell their friends and invite them to come and fellowship with 
us. He also advised that we would be starting bible study classes and 
everyone was welcome to attend. 

The next Friday was worse than Mardi Gras, it was so crowded. We 
announced that all people who had walked or travelled to the church 
by taxi could stay, would the remainder hop into their cars and go 
home and come back again at 11 o’clock when we would have a_ second 
service. Approximately 1000 people attended church on the 
second Friday. 

It was clear that the building offered by Lockheed was too small 
SO we approached them to see if they had a larger building. 

As it turned out they were in the process of building a 2 storey 
sports and recreation centre for their staff on another compound and the 
ground floor was already completed. 

They agreed that if we were prepared to clean up the building 
contractors mess on Thursday afternoons, then we would be free to 
use the building’s ground floor free of charge on Fridays. The ground floor 
seated about 600 - 700 people and it had fans in it, which was a 
blessing after no ventilation in the first building. 

Within two (2) months of the royal decree being issued we had 
established the RICF and 5 services were being held on this compound 
each Friday:- 8.00 English 9.30 Arabic 11.00 English 2.30 Urdu 4.00 
Philipino (Telagu) 

As well as that bible study courses were being held on almost every 
book of the old and new testament. 

I remember I was asked to teach on the book of Romans. 
Before I could teach it, I had to read it and understand it myself and 
pray that the Holy Spirit would give me _ the divine inspiration to 
teach the students the true meaning of God’s Word, because I knew I 
could not do it by my own strength alone. 

In the course of the next 2-1/2 years some 17 “churches” were 
set up in various towns and cities all over Saudi Arabia. 

During this time I was fortunate enough to travel to Sweden to 
attend the Philadelphia church’ in Stockholm. The guest speaker 
on the morning I attended the service was telling the congregation 
how they had just opened a new radio station (IBRA) in Malta to beam 
Christian messages into Saudi in Arabic in the hope that somebody 
might believe and accept Jesus Christ as their personal saviour. At the 
end of the service I introduced myself and explained that even at that 
time over 10,000 people were professing Christ in Riyadh alone. 

This was the beginning of 4 days of special meetings and I was 
asked to speak the next morning. After speaking, I was interviewed by a 
reporter from the Daagen Press, a religious newspaper in Stockholm and 
the story became front page news, with a photograph of myself 
holding up a bible and a title saying 10,000 Christians in Saudi Arabia. 
This story led to a funny incident the following day. 
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The story had been issued in the Saturday’s edition of the paper 
and I was not aware this was to _ be published whilst I was still in 
Stockholm. 

I went to church on Sunday and caught the train, heading back to 
the apartment at Telefonplan. The train was reasonably crowded so I had 
got up to give an elderly lady my seat and we travelled for a few stops, 
she got out and I resumed my seat again. It was then that I recognised 
my picture on the front page of the paper, of a couple, a few seats 
away. She kept looking at the picture and very carefully, trying not to 
stare, looking at me, to try to match the two together. 

After a _ littke while she became certain that the picture in the 
paper and myself were the same, so she nudged her husband, explained 
the situation (hiding behind the paper, and the whole routine started 
again. I got off to change trains, they got off to catch a bus, both at the 
same station. 

The suspense could not last any longer. William came up to me and 
pointed at the picture and in broken English said :- Is this you? are 
you the man in this picture? to which I answered - yes. 

Then he let out a Hallelujah at the top of his voice, in this 
subway tunnel, which echoed for miles and caused everybody to stare at 
us crazy people. 

It turned out that they had gone to a meeting on Friday evening 
where there pastor had told them my story because he had heard it on 
Monday evening. 

I was invited home to their house and they rang up their pastor 
and I was_ invited to speak at their church on the Sunday evening. 
When I arrived back in Riyadh in the February of 1980 the church was 
now in full swing. 

17 churches had been established throughout the country of 
Saudi Arabia, 11 pastors had been brought into the country - as many 
different types of people :- Family counsellors, diesel mechanics, 
carpenters, brick layers, all different trades. They worked by day and 
they taught bible and preached at night and weekends. We took on the 
name of the “Tentmakers”, because Apostle Paul worked as a 
tentmaker to earn his living whilst he preached and spread the word, as 
recounted in the Act of the Apostles. 

There were two Pakistani pastors working with the 1200 Pakistani 
labourers, who were employed by the Municipality to collect the 
garbage each day. They” all lived’ in very primitive conditions, 
converted 40 foot steel containers, no windows, no fans, no 
airconditioners, and only electricity for a few hours a day to allow them to 
prepare their food. But despite their poor living conditions they had 


a bible study lesson with prayer and praise every night. 
I was asked to assist with this work as I had a Government ID card 


(which was very important if you were stopped at a checkpoint at night), 
acarand their camp was several kilometres out of the city. 
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So my love for the Pakistani people commenced. I learned to 
play their chorus songs on my violin and we enjoyed praise and fellowship 
together, followed by a series of teachings through one of their pastors 
acting as interpreter. 

At Easter 1980, I was invited by the Pakistanis to visit Pakistan to 
preach in their country, they would arrange everything (they said.) I 
agreed to go for 14 days to preach in as many places as they could 
arrange. 

The following 14 days was a glorious experience, first landing at 
Karachi airport teaming with people, to be meet by Pastor Bhatti 
and some of his relatives and then being whisked away through small 
winding streets to their house at about 4 o’clock in the morning. They 
woke me at 8 o’clock and said they had arranged for me to fly that day to 
Lahore, over 1000 Kms away to start my preaching tour. 

For the next 14 days the Lord really supplied all my strength and 
needs as we usually went to at least 3 villages per day teaching and 
preaching as we went. 

The day would usually commence with a service a 5.30 am, before 
the villagers left to go out to the fields, then we would travel to the next 
village where they would ring the village bell upon our arrival (about 12 
noon), and the people would come in from the fields to listen to the Word 
of God, before we would leave again at approximately 3 p.m. to go onto 
the village where we would spent the next night. 

Here we were first offered food and then the service would 
commence at about 4.30 p.m. and continue till 10 or 11 o’clock in the 
evenings. They were so hungry for the Word. - a 5-6 hour service was not 
uncommon. 

The village people were so overjoyed to see us, saying that 
they did not have a visiting pastor in their villages for 7-10 years in some 
cases and all requested that I try and come back again soon. 

The same type of missionary journeys were repeated in 1981 and 
1982 and 1987. In 1981, I was asked to preach as the guest speaker to 
the Annual Synod meeting of the Presbyterian Church of Pakistan, where 
over 200 pastors attended. 

At the completion of this week long seminar, I was ordained as a 
pastor in the United Presbyterian Church of Pakistan and tasked by the 
Synod to spread God’s Word wherever I travelled in the world. 

It is a task I have taken seriously, and one I try to do to the best of 
my ability, so that the Lord Jesus Christ may be glorified here on earth, 
through many lives of people who hear the good news. 

In July 1981, King Khalid died and King FAHD ascended to the 
throne. One of his first acts was to issue a royal decree banning all 
forms of Christian worship, closing down all the churches and expelling all 
church leaders on 24 hours notice. I was among those who were not so 
politely asked to leave. 

But that did not stop the church, it only made it go “underground" 
again, like before, but with a difference this time. In 1979 there 
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were about 40 people who met regularly to pray and worship, but now 
July 1981 (some 2 years later) there were three different levels of 
worships, and over 10,000 of them. 

The first level consisting of European expatriates, who were tolerated 
because the Saudi’s still want the western technology. The second level, 
with little or no connection to the first consists of Arabic speaking 
Christians from surrounding countries, like Egypt, Syria, Jordan, 
Lebanon, etc. 

The third set of Christians which meet in very small groups are the 
Saudi national converts themselves, who have been converted asa 
direct result of the good news being preached inside Saudi. 

To be invited to the home of a Saudi Christian is a special treat, 
First you receive a telephone call as if from a long lost friend, inviting 
you to dinner. You are informed that since we met last time they have 
shifted house, so a car will come and collect you, at a specific place and 
a specific time. When you arrive at the house the whole family come 
out to greet you in traditional Saudi fashion (the men that is - not the 
women), and you are escorted into the living room for the traditional 
serving of black coffee and dates. 

After much general chatter about items of common interest, the 
host announces that the meal is ready and we are requested to move 
into the next room. Nowhere visible in the house is their any evidence 
that the family is Christian, no pictures, no crosses, nothing. When 
you arrive in the dining room all you see is a small silver plate in the 
centre of the table on which is a _ piece of Lebanese bread and a 
glass of grape juice. Yes, you have been invited to dinner, the Lord’s 
Supper. 

After a short prayer, and may be a teaching from the scriptures, we 
bless the bread, break it and eat it together, followed by the drinking 
of the wine, (grape juice) shared from that single cup, signifying the 
unity in Christ and the unity in suffering if we are ever captured, 
because the Saudi’s know that if they are caught they will be 
beheaded for being Christians -but they would rather be beheaded than 
remain outside the promised land forever. After this simple ceremony, the 
real dinner is served with much gaiety and laughter. If any secret police 
were outside, they would definitely get the impression that a genuine 
feast was in progress in the house. 

When I arrived in Oman things were different. The Christians had 
been present in that land for almost 100 years. The first 3 hospitals built 
in the Kingdom had been built by Christian missionaries and almost all 
of the present generation of people above 20 years of age had been 
born in a Christian hospital, delivered and cared for by Christian doctors 
and nurses. 

There was an old mud and stone church at MUSCAT and a chapel in 
the grounds of the Mutrah hospital. In addition to this, the Sultan had 
deeded a piece of land in the centre of Ruwi for the construction of a 
church. 
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This is probably the only place in the world that I know of, where a 
Roman Catholic church and a Protestant church are both built on the 
same piece of land and the houses for the priests and pastors are co- 
located. 

At Easter time there is a combined Easter service, (and it is not the 
12 stations of the cross). 

At this service it is common for up to 10 thousand people to 
attend which is a wonderful witness in a Muslim country. 

After the hustle and_ bustle of Saudi Arabia, with bible study 
meetings every night, church services at least twice on Sunday, in 
which I was an active participant - coming to Oman seemed an 
anticlimax, - everything seemed so organised. 

The Roman Catholic church had a priest, the protestant church 
had 2 English speaking pastors, as well as a pastor who spoke 
Malayalam and another who spoke Tamil. From the Military camp came 
another person who took the Pakistani Urdu _ service, and a local 
missionary, who had been in Oman for 32 years took the Arabic 
services. 

On first impressions there was nothing for me to do here, except 
be part of the congregation, so I started to pray for the Lord to reveal 
His reason for bringing me to Oman and slowly the vision began to 
come clear. 

In the houses of one the doctors there was a regular prayer meeting 
every Monday and slowly I became involved in the music ministry of 
this group, leading the worship and playing my violin, which I had now 
dedicated back to the Lord, as an instrument for His glory. 

This was followed by teaching sessions and the group began to grow 
as people desired to hear more and more about the Holy Spirit and how it 
should work in their individual lives and in the churches today. 

Within a short time the cell group grew from 20 to 40 people, so we 
divided it into two groups, and still it continued to grow until there were 4 
cell groups meeting in Muscat city. 

At one of these cell groups we had a visitor from a hospital deep 
into the desert and she had come to Muscat for her regular 2 day 
leave after finishing night duty. She explained that because of the shift 
work and _ the difficulty of transport, the doctors and nurses at these 
outlying stations did not receive any regular church services or 
visitations from the church people for fellowship, could we pray about this 
and help in some way or other. 

Several of us had cars, or 4 wheel drives, so we decided that if 
the people could not come to the church in Muscat for the services, 
then we would take the church services to them. 

From this very small request from one_ sister developed the 
idea of remote hospital visitation units. "The Hospital churches". 

If these people could not come to MUSCAT to visit the church, 
then we mould take the church services to them. 
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During the next 2 years, this idea became several groups of 
people, going out to’ visit various hospitals all over the country, so 
that each hospital received a visit and Holy Communion at least once a 
month. 


A WIFE CHOSEN BY GOD 


By the beginning of 1982, I had been divorced from my first wife, 
who was not a practising Christian for nearly 6 years. I studied the 
Scriptures and it plainly said that a couple should not be unequally yoked 
- light and darkness could not mix. This was the main reason I got the 
divorce in the first place. 

But now the real decision came - should I get married again? Was it 
is accordance with the Scriptures? I did not know, so I started to pray 
about it in earnest, to the Lord, for the Spirit to give me guidance. My 
prayer reasoning was like this : The Scripture states that "if you find a 
wife - you find a good thing - Only good things come from God, therefore 
if Iam to be married again, then the Lord already knows who the girl is to 
be" . I prayed that the Lord provide me with a good Christian wife, a wife 
who would be prepared to go anywhere in the world that the Lord called 
us to serve Him, sometime maybe living in good conditions, and 
sometimes living in bad, or difficult conditions, but always putting God's 
work first in our lives, a person who would be my helpmate in all God's 
chosen work for us. 

After praying this prayer I felt peace in my heart, so I let the Lord 
take care of the timing, and the girl. I did not look for one, I let the Lord 
do that. Several weeks later I received a letter from one of the Pakistani 
pastors with whom I had been working in Riyadh in 1980. In the letter he 
had enclosed a photo of a girl, taken in her school uniform and a short 
note, that he believed that God wanted me to marry this girl. 

I replied that I was over 30 years of age, I could not marry a girl who 
was still at school. Back came the reply that she was the daughter of a 
Pakistani pastor, now 21 years of age - a school girl no longer. So it was 
agreed that I would travel to Pakistan to meet her father - following the 
traditions of marriage as outlined in the Old Testament. On the appointed 
day I arrived at the pastor's house to find about 20 of the pastors 
present, who I had met on previous preaching trips to Pakistan from 1979 
through to 1982. 

I explained that I had prayed to the Lord to provide me with a wife 
and that she must be prepared to travel anywhere in the world that the 
Lord would send us. I also pointed out to her father that if she was the 
girl that the Lord had chosen for me, then the Holy Spirit should confirm it 
in her heart also, because to get married without the Holy Spirit's 
confirmation would be to disobey the Lord and our faith in Him. They 
agreed that this was the right approach, so the whole group said that 
they would go away and fast and pray about it. 
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Next morning they came back and told me that the Holy Spirit had 
confirmed it to them, that Rani and I should be married. This was not 
good enough for me, so I explained that it was up to Rani to be sure that 
the Holy Spirit confirmed it in her heart also. 

Because her own mother had died when she was only 12 years of 
age, her auntie went to fetch her and to explain to her that her father had 
found a man for her to marry, in accordance with the eastern customs. 

For two (2 ) days she refused to leave the house and come to see 
me, which was to bring shame upon the father and the whole party, 
because she kept saying that she did not want to get married. Finally an 
instruction was sent home from her father which she could not disobey, 
so she agreed to come the following morning. 

When she arrived at the house she was very nervous and in the 
living room were many men, most of them in their sixties, or older. All of 
them had dark skin - except me. 

Rani asked Kumar - her cousin, which one had her father chosen for 
her, Kumar replied : " The white one". No!, she was definitely not 
going to marry a foreigner, she did not know the language, nor their 
customs - No! it was impossible !!! 

But during the afternoon all was explained to her. How I had prayed 
for a wife, how the pastors prayed and had confirmation that God had 
chosen her to be my wife. But also, to be perfectly sure, I had specifically 
asked them not to force Rani to marry me, against her will, but that she 
also must pray about it and seek the Lord's guidance, as we would be a 
team serving Him in whichever country He chose to send us - serving Him 
together. Later that same evening, after praying for confirmation from 
God she agreed. 

Next day, as was the custom, I had to go down to the market and 
buy Rani a red sari, as a symbol of our engagement. I chose a beautiful 
deep red sari, with all gold thread sown through it. It was very expensive, 
but I did not care because I wanted the Lord's choice to have the best I 
could find. 

At a simple ceremony, I handed over the sari to her father for Rani to 
wear and they gave me the traditional 101 Rupees, the sign of greater 
than 100 %, so the bond of the engagement cannot be broken between 
the two families. 

In all this time Rani and I had only seen each other for a few 
minutes. I left the next day to fly to Singapore, to finalise some visa 
details, but also to buy Rani a watch and two identical gold rings. One to 
be given as an engagement ring and the other to be used as a wedding 
ring. The wedding date was set for 1 August 1982. 

In mid July 1982 I contracted malaria in Oman, the doctors there 
said I would be out of action for three months, so I was flown home to 
Australia. I had to send a telegram to Pakistan to say that the wedding 
was cancelled (temporarily). I received a phone call from Pakistan telling 
me that Rani was crying her eyes out and please get better soon. 
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My local doctor here in Australia had trained in Uganda, he gave me 
some medicine, the local pastor prayed and laid hands on me and within a 
week I was up and walking about - although very weak. 

In the five years that I had been travelling overseas I always went to 
the local travel agent to change my flight details, or re-confirm my 
tickets. On Thursday 5" August I went down to see him and asked him 
for 2 tickets to Sydney and onwards to Karachi in Pakistan. 

He was quite surprised when I said that I wanted to fly _today, as I 
was to get married in Karachi on Sunday 8" August - 1 week later than 
originally planned. He promised to move mountains and organise it, just 
go home, pack your bags and stay by the phone. 

My mother, who was to come with me, had gone visiting to a 
neighbouring town, approximately 150 Kms away, but she said that she 
would be home by 2 p.m. About 1 p.m. the travel agent rang to say that 
everything was OK, catch the local domestic plane at 4 p.m. 

I quickly rang up my mother's hairdresser and explained the situation 
and she agreed to do her hair immediately she arrived home. Mum came 
home at about 1.30 p.m. I told here to go immediately to the hairdresser 
to get her hair done, her bags were already packed and we would be on 
the plane at 4 p.m. 

Everything worked like clockwork until we got to Bangkok, where 
Mum got a little airsick, but was soon Ok again. We arrived in Karachi at 
about 4 a.m. on Friday morning, very tired but happy to be there. 

Rani's three brothers are master-tailors, so very quickly they took 
the measurements and by evening Mum had a beautiful new sari to wear 
for the wedding. 

On the Sunday morning, the wedding preparations began very early. 
Firstly they blocked off the street to traffic, so nobody could travel in that 
area. Next they commenced to mix and blend all the herbs and spices to 
be used for the cooking of the whole sheep and lambs, which were for the 
wedding feast, to be held outside in the street. My mother, who is a 
professional cook enjoyed herself immensely, checking out all the herbs 
and spices as the meals were being prepared. 

As soon as the preparations commenced and the street was closed 
off, news quickly spread throughout the neighbourhood, that a foreigner 
was getting married, everybody wanted to see, so all the vantage points 
in up-storey windows and on rooftops were soon covered with people at 
least an hour before any of the invited guests began to arrive. 

My wife's uncle, who worked with me in Saudi, as a pastor, 
performed the marriage ceremony, in both Urdu and English, so that 
everybody present would have a complete understanding of the 
proceedings. 

This was followed by the cutting of the wedding cake (before the 
wedding feast commences) and the remainder of the guests sat down to 
the feast which had been prepared all during the morning. 

But let us backtrack a couple of days, to show you how God can 
move mountains, for those people who put their trust and faith in Him. 
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When I arrived in Pakistan early on Friday morning, it was to find 
that my request for Rani to obtain an identity card and passport had not 
even started. Friday, being an Islamic holiday, nothing could be done - 
but pray. We were told that obtaining an identity card takes at least 2-3 
days, to obtain a passport, at least 1-2 weeks after that. 

During Friday we prayed for the Lord to answer our prayers by 
performing a miracle, so that Rani and I could fly to Islamabad on the 
Monday morning (the day after our wedding) to get an Australian visa in 
her passport, so we could fly immediately back to Australia to attend my 
younger brother's wedding (the following weekend) and to introduce Rani 
to the rest of my family. 

Before leaving the house on Saturday morning we prayed again, 
gave thanks in advance for the miracle which was already performed in 
the spiritual realm and went out to see it performed in the real material 
world. 

We arrived at the police station before they opened to be at the front 
of the queue which caused some attention by the staff arriving for work. 
We were courteously escorted into the first office where we explained the 
need for Rani's ID card and the urgency, so we could be married the next 
day. Pastor Bhatti, (Rani's uncle) confirmed he was the pastor to perform 
the ceremony the next day, and we had all the procedures finalised, in all 
the necessary offices, as we walked from one to the other, told the story, 
an entry here, a note there and finally _in about 3 hours, not 3 days we 
had Rani's ID card. 

When we arrived home with the ID card, the locals just stared at it, 
as if looking at a miracle (which they were). 

"Strike while the iron is hot", they say, so while our faith level was 
high, we claimed the second miracle - Rani's passport. 

Armed with the new ID card we approached the office which issues 
passports in Karachi and God moved a man into position to help us. 

Pastor Bhatti had served in the "Indian Army" (before partition) 
during the war, getting saved and becoming a full-time pastor. As we 
approached the passport office he meets a friend from their army days 
together - they had not each other for about 15 years. 

After general conversation, Rani and I are introduced to him and it is 
explained that we are getting married tomorrow, but we urgently need 
Rani to get a passport (in her married name), so we can fly to Islamabad 
on Monday, to the Australian Embassy, to get a visa in her passport, to fly 
to Australia for our honeymoon. 

Praise the Lord, this man is 2" in charge of the passport 
office, he agrees to help us - but there is a problem. He cannot issue a 
passport in the married name, without a marriage certificate, as proof of 
the marriage. 

He thinks about this situation, confirms again that we are getting 
married tomorrow, asks Rani if she agrees to get married tomorrow and is 
told : yes. 
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He then looks very wise and asks us if all the members of the two 
families who will sign the marriage certificate tomorrow are in fact in 
Karachi today, the day before the wedding is to take place. We answer : 
"yes, they are all here.” 

He then tells us to go straight home and fill in the marriage 
certificate, sign it and bring him back 2 Xerox copies for his files. 

This we do with all haste, causing all sorts of confusion in the 
household, as the various members of the family are called together, to 
sign the marriage certificate in advance. 

Armed with 2 Xerox copies we arrive back at the passport office just 
before they close for lunch. He takes the documents, checks them to see 
that they are all correctly filled in and asks us where the wedding shall 
take place and at what time - then he dismisses us, advising that 
everything shall be OK. 

During the wedding feast we heard the police siren coming down the 
road and a big shiny police car pulled up adjacent to the wedding area. 

As this was in the time of marshal law in Pakistan, all the guests 
suddenly became very quiet, as the driver opened the back door and out 
stepped our friend from the passport office, in full official uniform. 

Without stopping at any of the tables, and with a stern look on his 
face, he proceeded straight up to the head marriage table. Here he said 
his congratulations, to each of us, shook my hand and then produced 
from his pocket Rani’s passport, in her married name, which he handed to 
her: "Here is your wedding present from the Pakistani Government". We 
asked him to stay, but he excused himself and left, just as he came, with 
all the official fanfare. 

We just stood there looking at the passport and praising God, while 
explaining to the people gathered about what had just happened. Yes! 
Jesus Christ can really perform miracles, here in this 20" century, for 
those people who put their complete trust in Him. 

So we started our married life together, on the miracles of the Lord, 
and they have continued for the next 5‘ years of our marriage. But the 
beginning of our marriage was not always easy. 

After getting the Australian Visa (in 1 day) we travelled to Singapore 
and then onwards to Australia. 

For a girl of 21 years of age - who up until 2 days before had never 
travelled more than 100 Kms from home, never travelled on a plane 
before and had difficulty with the English language, the culture shock of 
Singapore's Changi Airport and the beautiful suite that was provided for 
us at the Hotel Imperial Oberoi were hard to comprehend. This was 
followed by a short shopping spree in the Orchard Plaza, where you can 
buy almost anything you wish - it was like a fairy story. 

The arrival at Coffs Harbour, meeting the family, my father now back 
in hospital from a relapse from terminal cancer, were all too much. Rani 
became homesick, almost immediately. 
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Also, as per Pakistani custom, my mother was now her mother and 
she felt she must do everything in the home to please her and so my 
mother could rest. 

Even though we had been only married for 7 days, as per her 
custom, she was now prepared to remain in Australia with my mother, 
possibly never seeing her family again, to take care of my mother's 
house, whilst I went back to Oman to live, possibly coming to see her for 
a few weeks each year. This is the life that would be required for her, 
according to her custom - and in many cases where Pakistani men have 
jobs overseas, this is in fact the case. 

My mother, a professional chef for over 50 year, did not need (or 
want) any help in the kitchen, nor in looking after the house. 

Rani was very politely told that as she had married an Australian, she 
would now have to follow Australian customs, and it was an Australian 
custom for the wife to be with her husband. Wherever he goes to work, 
either in secular work, or work for the Lord, there she was expected to be 
also, taking care of her husband's house and caring for here husband. 

We don’t know how much of this explanation Rani understood - but 
when I arrived back in Pakistan with Rani 14 days later, to tell them that 
Rani was to stay with them - all sorts of questioning and arguments 
started. 

Their first impression was that I was rejecting Rani and I had brought 
her back to live with her family. However when we got a translator and 
explained that Rani's role (as an Australian's wife) was with her husband 
and that I had brought her back to stay with her family while I proceeded 
to Oman to get her married visa, so that she could come and live with me 
in Oman. This seemed to satisfy them. 

After the miracles of the ID card and the passport, one would think 
that I would have entrusted the married visa entry permit into the Lord's 
hands also. Before leaving Pakistan I told Rani's father (Pastor Philips) 
that I would come back to pick her up as soon as the visa details were 
finalised, but at least before Ramadan, the Islamic period of fasting, some 
4 weeks into the future. 

Like the Jewish nation after the miraculous victory at Jericho, they 
tried to fight the next battle by saying "we" (in my case I) can defeat 
them without any problems. I was saying "I can do it" instead of giving 
glory to the Lord. Ramadan came and went and still the papers had not 
been finalised, even though we were assured they were being processed. 

Finally I received a carefully worded letter from Rani, which must 
have taken her many hours to prepare, seeing that her English at that 
stage was quite limited, reminding me of my promise to come for her 
before Ramadan. She reminded me that Ramadan had come and gone, 
Hajj was fast approaching, and suggested that maybe I should enquire of 
the Lord, what was causing the delay. 

Here was my wife (in eastern style) very gently suggesting I should 
be down on my knees, to get an answer for the delay from the Lord, 
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when in reality, up until that point of time, I had not even given the 
problem to Him, to guard over and care for. 

But this was soon rectified - first by praying for forgiveness, for not 
giving the problem to the Lord in the first place, and trying to do it in my 
own strength, secondly, by thanking the Lord for giving me a wife who 
was patient, but also who had great spiritual wisdom and was prepared to 
gently give advice when necessary. 

Two days after the prayers were given to the Lord, they were 
answered and I went to Pakistan to pick up my bride of 3 months, who I 
had only seen for 2 weeks. 

We worked hard in Oman for the Lord from 1982 till August 1984, 
and then Rani and I both began to sense that our time in Oman was just 
about over, SO we commenced saying our goodbyes, even though my 
contract was not due to be completed at that stage. 

We were asked when we were going home to Australia to live and 
we told them "around the end of October - probably the 227. Proverbs 
6:2 says that you are trapped by the words of your mouth. 

On the 21% October, 1984 I was told by the Resident Manager of the 
consulting firm (NORCONSULT) that I was working with to go out to one 
of the newly installed exchanges and commence to perform an 
acceptance test. 

Instead of obeying those in authority over me, I went to the client's 
head office, to complete some other business first. During my stay there I 
got into an argument, lost my temper and hit an employee of the client. I 
was given 24 hours to leave the country. 

On the day we said that we would probably leave the country we left, 
not in triumph for the Lord, but in disgrace, without any job and very little 
funds to keep us going. 

From my wife came no criticism, but gentle tears, as we said our 
hurried farewells to our closest friends in the fellowship at Dr. Inderjeet 
David's house. 

So with one punch I went from the position of Chief Engineer of a US 
$ 110 million dollar project, to that of being unemployed, a very rapid 
demotion. 


A RESTING PLACE 


After being sent out of Oman, under a cloud of disgrace, I arrived 
back in Australia in October 1984, surely convinced that my life overseas 
was completely finished, both in my worldly occupation and in my work as 
a missionary. With this view in the back of our minds, we began to pray 
for a place to stay, to commence to build our new lives together. 

We were at that time living in the house that I owned, but where my 
mother lived, so we were looking for another house, so that we could be 
on our own, in quietness before the Lord, to again be able to search out 
His meaning and pathway for us. 
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About 15 Kms north of Coffs Harbour, was a small town, in which 
many people of Indian origin lived. They had migrated to Australia, to 
commence a new life, coming to Australia, some of them before partition 
of India, into the present day India, Pakistan and Bangladesh, mostly 
speaking Punjabi or Urdu languages. 

Rani wanted to be near people of her own culture and here was a 
place, with two Indian temples, with only a small denominational following 
of Christians, in a relatively small town of approximately 5,000 people 
close by. 

Here was a chance to evangelise right on our own backdoor step, to 
a people and culture we understood, in languages that Rani speaks 
fluently. To determine if it was the Lord's will for us to go into this area, 
we started to pray to the Lord in earnest for a place to live in the town of 
Woolgoolga, which was within our budget. 

The Scripture says that the Lord will give you the desires of your 
heart, well here was a chance for the Lord to prove that Scripture, by 
leading us to a place, which was up for sale, but within the budget limits 
we could afford. 

We travelled to see several real estate agents, asking each of them if 
they had properties for sale in this town, but in most cases they were too 
expensive. Finally one of the real estate agents rang us and said that had 
just received a new listing because the owner had gone bankrupt and the 
bank was now listing the place up for sale, to recover their losses on the 
mortgage, would we like to go out and see it? 

The place was in a terrible state when we first went to see it, grass at 
least 1 metre tall was everywhere, it was clear that the place was in a 
very bad state of disrepair, but it had great potential for development if 
we were prepared to work hard at it. 

The best thing was its size of an acre, almost in the middle of 
town, one street off the main highway, and it was cheap !!! 

The building had started out as a garage, but had been extended and 
converted into a 4 bedroom house, but with no bathroom, and an outside 
toilet. 

After some discussions, in which Rani was not initially too happy, we 
agreed to buy it for A$42,000 and to start work on it prior to us moving 
in, to take possession. 

The grass was so high that we had to hire a tractor with a slasher on 
it to come and mow that place before we could start anything. After that 
already there was a great improvement and Rani's mind began to change 
as she could now see a completely different picture of the land and the 
building on it. We discussed that present layout and decided to completely 
remodel the inside of the house, doing the work ourselves. 

At the same time our local church advised us that in October 1985, 
Leighton Ford would be coming to Coffs Harbour for a crusade for 10 days 
and would we help in this work, preparing the counsellors and the bible 
study groups. 


1/2 
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In the late 1950's the Australian churches had decided to 
amalgamate into the Uniting Church of Australia, but unfortunately, satan 
got into the picture and the amalgamation was not completed, as 
individual churches decided whether to amalgamate or stay independent. 

In Coffs Harbour this had caused much heartbreak and divisions 
among the Body of Christ, even splitting families, as some were for 
amalgamation, and others against it. So there was a certain amount of 
suspicion among churches as it was announced that Leighton Ford was 
coming to town for a 10 day crusade and all the churches were requested 
to participate in the preparations. 

But when things are appointed by God, then satan is well and truly 
defeated, the oil of peace was poured out on the 47 churches participating 
in the crusade and the suspicions just seemed to melt away. 

As different churches all started to study the same set of bible study 
notes, each using whichever translation of the Scriptures they preferred, 
and over 1500 people started to receive the same answers from the 
Scriptures, a sense of oneness, of "one accord" seemed to flow out over 
the whole area. 

When we started having the church breakfasts, the place seemed to 
explode spiritually. The rule was that each person was invited to 
participate in a church breakfast, but not in your own church (only those 
people who were acting as the servants, in preparing the food were 
allowed to remain at their home church), everybody else had to go to 
somebody else's church for fellowship and breakfast. Very soon 
everybody started to sing choruses and praise the Lord, as the brothers & 
sisters gave thanks in praise and worship to the king of kings. 

People were very surprised when people began to speak in tongues 
in churches, which up until that time had been actively against this type 
of phenomena, in this day and age. 

But the difference was that the Holy Spirit had started to awaken 
their spiritual minds to the truth of His Word and so they began to 
examine the Scriptures for themselves and reach the conclusions that the 
Holy Spirit was for this day and age and they wanted to share in the 
power from on high, just like everybody else. 

Our own little church building was now far too small for the 
congregation we had in our present building, so Pastor Mal asked the 
congregation to pray about it and for 7 families to leave the main church 
and move to the northern end of town, to start a new church on a piece of 
land he had been able to purchase. 

When we came home from Oman, these 7 families had grown until 
about 50 people were meeting in a small house on the property and it 
was time to step out in faith and build a new church building, to house 
this congregation and the new converts anticipated from the upcoming 
convention and crusade. 

Many of the people in the congregation were involved in the building 
trade, so a large amount of the building work was done by the 
congregation itself, during the week by the tradesmen, who dedicated one 
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or two days to the Lord's work of building His holy temple and the 
remainder, like Rani & I spent the weekends mowing the grass, planting 
scrubs and trees, as the new church was to be called the "Garden City 
Church" in Coffs Harbour. 

The fellowship was very close, as people came to serve the Lord in 
doing these menial tasks. Bringing food and all sitting down together to 
share the food as one happy family in the Lord. It was just what I needed 
to again get back into a close relationship with fellow Christians and with 
the Trinity (multi-faceted form) of God. 

So for two months we continued like this, working at our house, 
pulling down inside walls, changing a bedroom into a new kitchen, 
completely remodelling the old kitchen into a bathroom and an inside 
toilet, installing a 3,000 gallon cement water tank, to catch the rain water 
off the roof, so we would have our own water supply, with solar hot 
water, enabling us to use some of the power supplied by God Himself. 

Everything was going fine until the money ran out and I had to think 
about finding a job again, and God was there as the absolute provider (El 
Shaddai), providing me with a job, at the same place as my Mum was 
working, in starting up a hotel-motel, which had just been purchased by 
one of our friends only 17 Kms away. 

I could go to work early each day, doing all sorts of odd jobs around 
the hotel-motel, speaking in tongues as I travelled around on the sit-on 
mower, cutting the 5 hectares of lawn surrounding this large complex. 

Slowly the mental stress, which had been with me in Oman, due to 
the responsibility of the communications project, linked together with 
God's work, began to slowly disappear, my physical body began to reduce 
weight, as I now was involved in more physical work than "head work", or 
"brain work" - as some people refer to it. 

After about three months the works at the hotel-motel was finished, 
the place was a clearly visible improvement to before we started, the new 
staff could now continue to run the establishment without our assistance. 
This was all very well for the hotel-motel owner, but it again put me 
without a job. 

I contacted the various churches in the area, showed them my 
ordination papers from the United Presbyterian Church of Pakistan and 
enquired if there was any possible position for me in their organisations. 
In_every case, the denominational churches refused to recognise the 
ordination papers, saying that they required that I go through their own 
Bible College before they would even consider a position. 

I remarked to one pastor who gave this answer that I was sad to 
hear this was their particular denomination's view. Because of the way I 
had said this, he asked me to explain. 

I remarked that if Jesus Christ appeared in their church, like in olden 
times, as the visiting rabbi, or teacher, then their denomination would not 
allow Him to speak, as He had not gone through their particular Bible 
college, even though His divine finger was on every Scripture in the Bible 
which they were proclaiming. 
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I then went on to ask this pastor to examine himself in view of the 
Scriptures recorded in the Book of Revelations, regarding the seven 
churches and tell which one he considered he was, but not to give me the 
answer, but give it to God Himself, and see if he got confirmation of his 
answer from God. 

His immediate response was one of anger, but later the nagging 
question still remained for him to solve, which type of church did Jesus 
Christ consider he was the pastor of. 

It_is a question that many pastors, in churches around the 


world today, have to ask to their Lord & Saviour, Jesus Christ. 
I am sure if they are game enough to prayerfully ask it, Jesus Christ 


will give them a clear and concise answer, thus allowing them to correct 
their mistakes to become as a "church of Smyrna" or as a "church of 
Philadelphia", the only two church types to be allowed access into 
heaven. 

With the Lord clearly closing doors into conventional pastor or church 
positions, I had no alternative but to go and get another job with Telecom 
Australia, but this time starting off as a technician. 

Because of my international experience and qualifications, I received 
4 promotions in the next 6 months, quickly rising to the position of senior 
technical officer, for the surveying of the newly proposed mobile 
telephone systems, planned to be introduced into the Australian telecom 
network before Australia celebrated their bi-centennial year in 1988. 

Everything looked promising for us, a newly painted, newly 
renovated house, a good job in Sydney, to which I commuted down by 
plane on Monday mornings and flew back home on Friday evenings. 

In addition to this we were already starting the preparations for 
having a cell group in our house in Woolgoolga, as soon as we moved in, 
but God had other plans for us!. 

While making international calls to different countries, as part of the 
final testing on one of the newly installed exchanges in Newcastle, I called 
my old job number in Oman, just to say hello and to tell them what was 
happening to me, now some six months later. 

The operator, or recognising my voice told me that he had been 
trying to locate me in Australia for about 2 weeks without success, please 
hold the line and he would connect me to the resident manager, who had 
been trying to contact me. 

I was told by the resident manager that he had in fact been trying to 
contact me, as not all of the story was made clear to him before, when I 
had been terminated. Very soon a call went to the Norway head office and 
the details were revealed. 

Norconsult had teamed up with DETECON, to act as the engineering 
consultant, for the Telephone Organization of Thailand (TOT). The project 
was for the installation of over 1 million new telephone exchange lines, 
additional transmission & outside plant infrastructure, to make this 
equipment operational, as a cost of approximately 1.6 Billion (US dollars 
1600 million. ) 
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They required a senior engineer to come to Thailand for 20 months, 
to analyse the present TOT organization, prepare a report on the findings 
and then prepare a second report on how the organization should be 
modified, to allow it to perform effectively and efficiently in the remainder 
of the 1980's and the 1990's. Was I interested, as the job would start 
immediately. I told them I would pray about it and ring them back. 

At the end of the week I went home and discussed this situation with 
Rani, we both got down before the Lord and asked for His guidance and 
direction. Should we go to Thailand, to work there and evangelise to the 
nation, or stay in Australia and evangelise to the village of Indian people, 
in a weekend type situation. Whichever was God's choice we were 
prepared to do, as we wanted to remain in the Lord's submissive will at all 
times. 

In September 1985, Leighton Ford and his evangelistic team came to 
Coffs Harbour for the 10-day convention and erected the tent which could 
seat over 4,000 people. 

It began to fill up each night. During the 10 days and nights over 
40,000 people from the surrounding districts came to hear the Word of 
the Lord proclaimed and over 2,200 people made commitments for Christ. 

In this land where Christ had been proclaimed for nearly 200 years, 
this was now the time for the moving of the Holy Spirit and for many 
people to turn back to Christ and their salvation. 

Our hearts cried out to the 52 million people in Thailand, who were 
not following the true Lord and Saviour and the results of the Holy Spirit's 
power in that convention was the clear answer from the Lord we had been 
waiting for. 

"Go and preach and teach God's Word. I, sayeth the Lord, 
shall bring in the harvest and the harvest shall be an increase and 
the increase shall become the salt of the nation and I shall 
perform signs and wonders there as proof of My Divine power and 
the people shall know that the time of their visitation has come". 

We had not finished the house, so we asked for members of the 
church to finish it and to put a good Christian family into it, with the rent 
money going in tithes to the Lord. 

We had prepared the musicians and the singers for the opening 
ceremony of the new church, scheduled to be completed in November 
1985, the crusade was over and the glory of the Lord had been 
manifested, it was time to go. We would not be in Australia for the new 
church opening, nor to start the cell group in Woolgoolga, but we believed 
the Lord already had those plans under His direct control and they would 
be manifested in His timing and for His glory. 


TO THE LAND OF SIAM [THAILAND] 


After the confirmation of God's new calling on our lives we prepared 
all the necessary belongings we would need to again go out to do His 
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work in a foreign land, but keeping our luggage within the limits allowed 
for us to bring. 

On the 19" October 1985 we arrived in Bangkok at about 11 p.m., to 
be met at the airport by our mutual friend Bjarne Goplen, whom I had 
known in Norconsult for the previous eight years. 

We travelled in the cool air-conditioned limousine into Bangkok 
proper and alighted at the President Hotel to meet some of the other 
members, who were waiting up for our arrival, as it was now well past 
midnight. 

Here we met some old faces we knew from Saudi Arabia and Oman, 
all of which had worked for Norconsult previously. We also met the new 
project manager from Germany, who it turned out, was also working in 
Saudi Arabia at the same time as myself, but we had not met previously. 
After these brief introductions we excused ourselves and went up to our 
room for a well earned sleep. 

But first, we must pray to the Lord, giving Him thanks for the safe 
journey and to enquire where we should fellowship whilst we stayed in 
Bangkok. 

In answer to this prayer I got a clear indication to get the phone 
book and to turn to the yellow pages, to the section marked "churches". 
We started at the top and one by one we pointed at the churches until the 
Lord answered us. When our fingers pointed to Jai Smarn, the page lit up 
like a neon sign. We gave thanks to the Lord and went to sleep. 

Next morning we woke late and phoned up the number listed for the 
church. The pastor answered, we explained who we were and that the 
Lord had shown us that we were to come and fellowship at Jai Smarn 
church, when could we come and see him ? 

Pastor Neruit explained that he was just about to commence a 
service, but that Monday was a free day, so he would come and meet us 
at the hotel. 

We met the pastor in the coffee shop, a rather short man, but with 
the love of God beaming out from his face in a clear confirmation that he 
loves the Lord and wanted to serve Him. We were told that the church 
had been started 12 years before, has a congregation of approximately 
650 believers, who attend church regularly, and another 200 believers 
who come infrequently, as their work allows. 

We explained our past missionary work in Saudi Arabia and in Oman 
and how for the last 10 months we had been in Australia, working with 
the crusade and of the mighty results that the Lord had achieved in that 
place. 

We also explained that we would like to live in a house, preferably 
owned by a Christian, as we wanted to start a cell group there. At this the 
pastor replied that he though he knew of a house that was suitable, would 
we like to go out to the house to see it ? 

We went outside to his car to find that he was driving a 300 
Mercedes sedan, and our ideas of the church changed. It must be a very 
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loving church that would give the money for their pastor to drive around 
in a 300 Mercedes, in a land where everyone was So poor. 

Pastor Neruit placed an English cassette in the player and Rani and I 
started to sing the melody of the choruses, firstly in unison and then 
breaking out into harmony, as we praised the Lord going along in the 
Bangkok traffic (at 1-10 Kms per hour). 

Pastor Neruit explained that the church conductor would be absent 
from the church for 2 months, as he was taking the Bangkok Christian 
choir on a tour of the Scandinavian countries, would I like to come and 
help with the choir until his return? Although this was not my normal 
ministry, I agreed, as it was an opportunity to see at first hand, how the 
church conducted its praise and worship to the Lord. 

We eventually stopped at a set of double brown gates, the pastor 
blew the horn, and the gates were promptly opened by a servant. Inside 
were two beautiful houses, nestling in an immaculate Chinese garden. We 
had moved into another world, so distant and so removed from the hustle 
and bustle, which was just outside those same brown gates. 

We were introduced to the owner of the houses, Khun Somsri and 
invited to inspect one of the houses which was for rent. We went inside, it 
was like stepping into some imaginary palace. The fittings and furnishings 
were so expensive, all teak furniture, in the traditional Chinese style. 
There was a large lounge room, which could hold at least 40 people, if 
used as a cell group meeting room, another room capable of holding 20 
people, organised as the dining room, with separate kitchen, toilet and 
shower facilities downstairs. Upstairs were 2 enormous self-contained 
bedrooms, but only a shower in the bathrooms, no bathtub. Rani 
mentioned that I like to take a bath sometimes, instead of a shower, but 
not to matter. 

This indeed was a beautiful house, in fact the most luxurious house I 
had ever the privilege to visit, but obviously well outside our price range. 
I looked at Rani, she looked at me and we both knew that we loved it, but 
we also knew that we could not afford even half the rent they would be 
asking for a place like this. 

So when we got back downstairs, we thanked Khun Somsri for her 
time, explained that this was the most beautiful house we had ever been 
inside, but we could not possibly afford the rent a place like this was 
justified in receiving. 

Khun Somsri told us, that as we were people who had come to 
Thailand to serve the Lord, how much could we afford to pay ? We told 
her we did not know the price of any of the foodstuffs, but we thought we 
could pay 20,000 baht ($ 1,000) per month. She immediately agreed and 
told us we could move in as soon as we liked. Here again we started to 
see the glory of the Lord in action. 

We had brought a small run down house in Australia, worked on it, 
but never lived in it. Now here in Thailand, God had directed us to a 
church, which had an immediate need in their music ministry. The Lord 
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had also provided us with a much nicer house, to ensure that we were not 
thinking of our house back home. 

We started to work in the Jai Smarn church (which means "the 
Heart") and found that the people loved to praise and worship the Lord, 
but had not been taught from the Scriptures HOW TO praise & worship 
the Lord, in a Scriptural way. 

On Saturday afternoons, the music team were scheduled to practise 
for the next day's services. We quickly found out that Thai Christians have 
no discipline when it comes to time. Practises and services rarely started 
on time and the attitude of some of the musicians and singers were "in 
the world" more than "in the Spirit". The problems were already clearly 
evident when we got there. 

We had to teach the musicians about praise and worship, before we 
commenced to practise every Saturday. We had to explain about allowing 
the Holy Spirit to take control and direction of each meeting, during the 
praise and worship services, to allow for the anointing to come down all 
over the congregation and to manifest all 9 gifts of the Holy Spirit. 

This meant throwing away any prepared list of songs, being attuned 
to the leading of the Holy Spirit and allowing the Holy Spirit to tell you 
which songs to play, how many times to play them, and when to stop and 
listen to the voice of the Lord speaking to the Body of Christ. 

In the first few weeks we had seen only tongues and interpretations 
being manifested in the Church Body, none of the other gifts were 
present. 

In those first few weeks we also visited the other three main 
churches in Bangkok and found here also that the praise and worship was 
not in accordance with the Scriptural basis. The results were clearly 
evident, God could not and would not bless a church - or a country, which 
was operating contrary to His Divine Word. 

In November 1985, the 4 churches mentioned above held a revival 
rally called "Power 85", in the Hope of Bangkok Church building. 

The rally was an opportunity for the 4 churches to join together, in 
the true spiritual sense of the word and _jointly come out as a giant 
spiritual force against satan, his principalities and powers. Unfortunately 
that was not the case. 

I have come to love the Thai Christians dearly and it is very sad for 
me to see pastors of various denominations, the so-called "spiritual 
leaders" quarrelling and squabbling amongst themselves. They accuse 
one another of "stealing the sheep", when in most cases the sheep leave 
because they are spiritually starving, because their previous pastors have 
not been giving them proper spiritual food. 

In the case of the Hope of Bangkok Church, the other pastors were 
jealous, because here was a man who was prepared to do things in 
accordance with the Lord's direction on his life and was being blessed as a 
result of it. 
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In essence, satan was having a field day inside the church body, by 
causing divisions, ill feeling, doubt, confusion, in fact all things to reduce 
the power and effectiveness of the Holy Spirit in Thailand. 

Rani and I started to pray for the 4 churches to join together in a 
"Spirit of Unity" and that the Lord would move in some way to achieve 
this. 

On the work scene, everything was not going to plan either. The 
initial study that I had been contracted to perform was postponed 6 
months, whilst the consultant was asked to perform some more urgent 
tasks. I was brought into areas which was not part of the original plan but 
gave the opportunity to meet many people, in many different sections of 
the Telephone Organization of Thailand (TOT). 

The request was for a complete review of the whole design for the 
TOT's 5 Economics & Social Development Plan (5 ESDP) and was 
required to be completed in 4 months. 

At the completion of the review, some very startling results were 
evident. The plan appeared to have been planned by 4 different bodies, 
one for the telephone exchanges, one for the transmission systems, one 
for the outside plant networks and one for the junctions, but that none of 
these organisations had come together to coordinate their individual plans 
into a complete and comprehensive development plan, in fact it was a 
mess. 

This placed the consultant in a very difficult position. How do you tell 
your client that his plans are a mess, without causing embarrassment, or 
the client "loosing face". Well the truth is - you can't, but the 
management of the consultant tried to do it and the result was a 
complete failure. 

Business people should all realise that there is NO SUBSTITUTE for 
THE TRUTH, THE WHOLE TRUTH & NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH, otherwise 
Numbers 32:23 comes into action and your sins will find you out. 

Whenever a business organization tries to compromise the truth, it 
always causes further problems later, but some organisations have to go 
through this experience, before they learn this is the case. In other 
businesses they never seem to learn. 

In early 1986, Pastor Neruit asked me to prepare a series of 
teachings on the gifts of the Holy Spirit, to be used for teaching the cell 
groups and bringing all people within the church to the same level of 
understanding about this important matter. 

The church vision was for 100 cell groups to be formed during 1986, 
with a congregation expanded from 600 to over 1000 people - a growth of 
400 people in 1 year. 

When we arrived in 1985 there were 38 cell groups and 
approximately 20 persons receiving salvation in the church each week, as 
the Holy Spirit was drawing people from all walks of life to hear God's 
Word and accept salvation. 

What started out as a request for a series of teaching notes, resulted 
in the publication of the first book called "The Gifts, Administrations & 
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Offices of the Holy Spirit" which was given free to all persons who had 
a desire to learn more about God's purpose, with this special being of the 
Trinity in the "last days". 

The book examines the role of the Holy Spirit in the Old Testament 
writings, in the life of Jesus Christ, the life of the Apostles and the early 
church, the promises given to all those who are afar off, meaning future 
generations and countries. 

The book also challenges pastors to follow the Word of God and allow 
the manifestation of the Holy Spirit to clearly operate in their churches, so 
that Jesus Christ can be glorified in their midst with miracles, signs and 
wonders, as recorded in Mark 16:15-17. 

When the book was completed the Holy Spirit drew several of the 
Christians together, all of them had a burning desire to preach and 
proclaim God's Word outside of Bangkok, in the villages. 

As was the case in Saudi, in Oman, in Pakistan and now in Thailand, 
the Lord was directing Rani and I to go out to preach to the village 
people. 

In Acts 1:8 the Scripture says that we shall first be witnesses in 
Jerusalem, but later move out to Judea, Samaria and to the ends of the 
earth. Here in Thailand the Lord was also impressing upon us the need to 
move out from Bangkok (Thailand's Jerusalem) into the other provinces 
and cities. 

We came together and started to seek the Lord, to find out where He 
wanted us to go, remembering that the Holy Spirit directed Philip, as well 
as Saul & Barnabas, in the areas they were to go. We wanted to be 
walking in His perfect Submissive will, His works to perform. 

Several of the people has a desire to preach the word in Trang, a city 
in the southern part of Thailand, approximately 1,000 Kms away from 
Bangkok. The prayers were made and confirmed and the arrangements 
made for a four-day rally there. 

In that first 4-day rally, 40 souls were awakened and accepted 
salvation, in the mighty name of Jesus Christ. A Thai pastor was selected 
to take care of the sheep and we went back to Bangkok to prepare for 
Power 1986, to be held in a larger convention centre, holding 4500 people 
- again to be held over a period of 4 days. 

During those 4 days over 14,000 people came to hear about Jesus 
Christ, to receive healing and the Lord honoured the promises of His 
Word, with about 140 people coming forward to receive salvation in the 
name of Jesus Christ. 

During 1986, in my consulting work, I finally started the work 
originally planned for me and the study required that I travel to every 
Changwat (province) all 74 of them, to collect data. 

Here was an opportunity for spreading the Word as I went, speaking 
in churches in various provinces, handing out Thai Christian tracts, 
praying for the sick, spending time praying over and pulling down spiritual 
strongholds, as we travelled past many idols and temples to other 
demonic beings. 
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In the south of Thailand, when we had been there previously, we 
encountered many people who believed in Islam, the beliefs being 
brought to these villages by the early Arab traders and merchants. The 
desire to see them saved burned deep into my heart. 

It started with a vision one evening after being in prayer. I could see 
in the distance the sea of glass and the throne and the 24 elders seated 
around it in a circle, all bowing and praising God continually. From the sea 
of glass, coming closer was a golden pathway and then a golden gate. On 
this side of the gate, the pathway continued up to the edge of a very deep 
dark valley. The valley was only able to be crossed at one point over a 
bridge shaped like a cross, and on this side of it were three buildings. 

One was shaped like and Islamic mosque, the second in the middle 
like a Buddhist temple and off to the right was a building in the shape of a 
Christian church. Each of these buildings had many people going into the 
front of them. 

The mosque had 2 roads leading out of the back of it. One road led 
to the valley and stopped. The second road was very hard to see, like a 
small track - but wound its way to the entrance of the church. 

The Buddhist temple had also two roads leading out of the back of it 
and they were going in a similar route to those of the Islamic mosque. 

The church had seven roads leading out of it. Five roads were very 
clear - like super highways and they started out heading for the bridge, 
but for some reason did not get there, they all veered off and ended up in 
the valley. The other two roads were windy and not so well defined or 
prepared as the first five, but they did arrive at the bridge and the people 
were crossing over. 

From this vision I was given to understand that many people are 
desiring and searching for the truth, to be able to commune with God and 
to be at peace and in harmony with Him, but sadly very few people reach 
the bridge, cross over it and continue on the pathway through the golden 
gate. 

So the theme for my second book revealed by the Holy Spirit was 
made clear, called "In Search of the Truth", published in 1987. This book 
examines the three different religions identified in the vision and how in 
each of them, the actual writings points to Jesus Christ as the only true 
path to God, even though the respective religious leaders do not teach or 
proclaim these obvious written truths. 

The two of the seven roads leading from the Christian church to the 
bridge (cross) is a clear confirmation of the Scriptures in the Book of 
Revelations Chapters 2 and 3, where Jesus Christ reveals the faults and 
failures of the seven churches and identifies the Church of Smyrna and 
the Church of Philadelphia as the only two church types which require no 
correction to allow their believers to enter the Kingdom of Heaven. 


Comment :- For all the pastors reading this book, I give you a piece 
of spiritual wisdom to chew upon. How will you answer the Lord Jesus 
Christ when He comes to take back His bride and He identifies that your 
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congregation belongs to one of the five which are not acceptable to Him. 
How will you explain it? What will you say? 

Remember, you cannot say you did not know, because God has 
revealed His Word for all to see and even how to ensure you are 
corrected. What will you say? What will you do now ?? 
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